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Chapter One

Neil cracked an eye and immediately closed it. His phone, leaning against the lamp on his bedside table,
told him he might as well get up now since his alarm was about to go off anyway, but he wasn’t doing it.

He wished he could tell the coach to go fuck himself. He’d spent last night studying hard for his
coming history exam, and he was entitled to sleep in and now worry about football training for one—

The door slapped open. “Up and about!”” a man yelled.

“Fuck,” Neil complained. His alarm hadn’t even—his alarm went off at the same time as Coach
Horgar flicked the light on.

“Time’s a-wasting,” the bear called. Then the door to another room was being violently opened
and Niel sat.

On the other side ofthe room, a cougar with bleary, barely opened eyes looked back at him.
“If T go back to sleep, will you tell him I died in the night?”

“If you aren’t at practice,” Niel replied, “I’'m not going to have to tell him anything. He’s going to
come here and kill you himself.”

The cougar groaned. “And he’s going to make me suffer for bothering him.” He got out of bed.
“Dibs on the bathroom.”

Niel nodded. He needed the two minutes that gave him to finish waking up himself.

% sk ok sk ok

“Come on!” the bear yelled. “What is this, summer camp? You aren’t in high school anymore.
How are you going to be picked by the NFL if this is the kind of energy you put in training?”’

Niel grunted as the lion impacted against him, but didn’t move.

“I haven’t been in high school for years,” the senior grumbled as he kept pushing, trying to force
Niel to yield. “And how the fuck am I going to play for the NFL when you spend your time trying to kill
me?”” He looked at Niel and grinned. “Aren’t you happy you decided to join us, coon?”

Niel twisted, giving the impression the lion had unbalanced him, then placed a foot in the lion’s
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path as he tried to bolt and ended up face-first in the grass. Too bad for him, shoulder pads were all the
coach had them wear for this.

“Coon’s derogatory,” Niel told the lion as he spat out grass.

“Leslie, that’s a foul!” the coach yelled. “Next time I don’t want to be able to tell you tripped
him. Chunho, how come he was able to trip you? Weren’t you paying attention? You're the Senior, he’s
the Freshman, you should have him eating grass, not the other way around. Go again!”

“Yes, Coach,” the lion replied as Niel took position again. ““You’re not going to get a second
time, coon.” The lion grinned.

The raccoon grinned back, “I’ll just have to think of something else, like bringing a razor and
shaving that oh so pretty mane of yours.”

“You wouldn’t dare, Niel.”

Niel grinned. “Call me coon one more time and find out.”

sk sk sk ok ok

“Alright,” the coach called to the undressing players. “That wasn’t exactly horrible. Maybe
some of you have a chance at doing this pro, but don’t hold your breath if this is all you’re going to bring
to the game.”

“Come on!” someone whined. “We have exams, give us a break.”

“Herley, if that’s the attitude you have, I want you outside and give me four laps around the field.
Now, Herley!” Cursing, the hedgehog threw a jacket on and ran out of the locker room to the snickers
of players. “Oh? Am I hearing volunteers to run by his side?”” Silence fell. I thought so.” The bear
glared at everyone there before turning and walking out.

Activities resumed and Niel enjoyed the show.

“People are going to get ideas the way you’re looking at the naked guys,” the lion said.

“So long as it’s that I enjoy what I'm seeing, they can get all the ideas they like.”

“Hey, Leslie!” a cheetah called from the other before gyrating his hips and causing his cock to
bounce.

“Call me with your girlfriend dumps you, Sampson, not before.”

“One of these days,” the wolfnext to the cheetah said, “someone’s going to object to you
leering at them.”

Niel rolled his eyes. “I wasn’t leering.”” He looked the wolf up slowly and licked his lips. “This is
leering,” he said as the wolf’s ears went back and he covered the growing erection with a towel.

The lion shook his head. “I don’t think I’ve ever known a guy so openly comfortable with his
sexuality.”

Niel shrugged. “What’s the point with having a problem being who you are?”” especially when he
remembered always being comfortable with it, on top of remembering not knowing if he even cared
about girls or guys. Having some crazy guy screw with his memories just because he wanted the guys on
the team to be playmates for Roland had been weird, not to say of the rest of the stuff Niel had learned
about in the process of getting his original memories back, but it had accelerated his sexual awakening.

Niel turned to put grab his shower kit and in the mirror in the door he caught the wolf looking
him up. Niel smiled as they locked eyes, and the wolf nodded toward the shower before heading there.

The raccoon smiled at the lion, who rolled his eyes, and headed to join the wolf. Was he going
to top or bottom this time? It wasn’t like Niel was picky, so long as it was fun.
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“You coming to the club on Friday?” the lion asked once they were done dressing.

“Got plans,” Niel replied.

“Oh, got yourselfa guy to get laid with?”

“Guys, plural. I'm going to the Sigma Theta Gamma party.”

“Fuck, really? Are they as intense as the stories say?”

“Why?” Niel grinned. “Curious to experience one of them?”

“Come on, you heard the rumors. They’re some sort of mafia safe house they were even raided
a couple of years ago.”

Niel fought to not react. He was lucky not to have been at the frat on that day, but he’d been
there the day before, he and half the high school football team, to celebrate a victory. The coach had
fucked each of'them, as was the ‘tradition’.

He’d heard of'the assault, and things had been explained afterward, once he had his memories
restored. There had also been the stereotypical cover-up. The one that every movie dealing with the
supernatural existing with reality claimed needed to be there so people wouldn’t go insane. It had kept
the incident from making the news, but stories had circulated, and as far as Niel was concerned, the
truth would have been easier to explain.

“Really, a bunch of international students in a frat equates the mob?”” He forced a chuckle.

“Don’t you find it weird they’re all gay?”’

“No.” After all, there was a god of gay men. “They have money. They’re not going to settle for
a frat where they have to worry what the guy in the next room thinks of them banging one in their room.’
Or on the kitchen table, it the couch, or the shower, or the.... Maybe Niel had spent too much time
there while under that bat’s control, but it had been where Roland had been a lot of the time. And the
bat had their friendship a lot tighter than it had been before.

“Still, you be careful there.”

Niel grinned. “T will be.” His phone buzzed, and he took it out. Chi-con’s Eatery was calling
him. ‘T have to take this.”” Niel hurried out of the locker, then answered.

“It’s almost here!” the caller exclaimed. (the time frame for Roland’s birthday is a tad nebulous
because of changes that happened in the writing of book 1. We can still adjust things in that book if
needed. I wrote this chapter with it taking place around mid-terms, because that was mentioned as a
comment in the outline. Peeking ahead, there’s something with Halloween, so I don’t think mid-term will
work. I think the mitial plan was for this to take place close to the start of the year. It’s easy enough to
adjust that way too. Regardless of how far or close Roland’s birthday is, I see him having the same level
of excitement at finally reaching his ceremony of dommance.)

“Hey Rol,” Niel answered, chuckling.

“I so can’t wait to be eighteen.”

“You just want the superpower that comes with it.”

“Wouldn’t you want that? Maybe I’ll be like Thomas, or better yet, you need to meet Juam, the
things he can make you feel with just a touch, and he isn’t getting in your mind, you aren’t imagining i,
he can actually get you to—"

“Should you be talking about that over the phone?”

“How else am I going to tell you about that since you aren’t here?”

b
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“Yeah, but you know who could be listening in.”

“Nabh, they had that magic chick do something to the phone I mailed you that makes it
impossible for that rat to trace the call. We’re fine.”

“And you aren’t worried about calling the person who can make it so that your call magically
originates from a Vietnamese restaurant in downtown Minneapolis, the ‘magic chick’?”

“Why would she be listening to my call? It’s not like ’'m anyone important. I’'m not Thomas or
anything.”

Niel shook his head. His best friend had lost a lot of the serious brooding attitude when he’d
accepted he wanted his brother carnally, but he’d also gained a level of laisse-fair that worried Niel at
times. It was like being magic was the answer to all the problems he could have.

That or being rich, well living among rich people.

“What are you doing to prepare?”’

“It’s more me who’s being done. They know I’'m about to turn top and they are making sure to
squeeze in all the time with me they can.”

“Aren’t they worried you’re going to make them pay for all that?”’

“Worried? They’re fucking hoping I will. You have looked at the video I sent you, right? I’ve
grown over the last two years.”

“Oh yeah, you have.”

“How about you? How did you celebrate your eighteenth birthday?”

“T haven’t yet.”

“What? How come? It was over a month ago. IfI’d known you weren’t going to do anything, I
would have had Thomas take me to your place.”

“Oh yeah, like you and him appearing in my bedroom would have gone over so well with my
dad. He doesn’t much, remember? (actually, I can’t recall if we ever establish what Steward knows
about what happened to Niel and the football team, so if what I’m putting doesn’t work, feel free to
change it) there was a sex drug dumped in the team’s water cooler and we went at it for like a week.
He doesn’t know about the, you know what.”

“Magic. It’s not a curse word or anything.”

“Well, I'm standing in the middle of Mundania, so it’s not a word I can say without care.
Anyway, I didn’t celebrate turning eighteen then because I already had plans to celebrate it this Friday,
at Sigma Theta Gamma.”

“Oh, you are going to have so much fun. Blow Olavo for me.”

“Which one is he?”

“The capybara; dresses well, great cock, and knows what to do with it.”

“All the guys in that frat know what to do with theirs.”

“Oh? You’ve already tried some of them?”

Niel laughed. “T have been at Uni since late august. Gilbert found me and made sure I was still
okay. We met up a few times after that, then there’s this fox from China.”

“Okay, so you haven’t been celibate.”

“Me, Celibate? I might not need the sex the way you do, but I definitely make sure I get some.”

“Make sure you save some for when you’re at my birthday celebration.”
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Niel snorted. “That isn’t going to be a problem. Since by then all you will really need is my ass,
right?”

“Come on Niel. You aren’t like other boys. You, I’ll take in his entirety even after my
ceremony.”
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Chapter Two

Niel had his ID out before the jackal in the suit, just inside the door, asked for it. “Razeen, right?”

The jackal looked at the ID. “Niel Leslie.” He seemed to think. “I am sorry, have we met?”’

“This might help.” Neil grabbed the jackal’s head with a hand and kissed him. The other hand
made its way into the pants and stroked the already hard cock.

Someone cleared his throat and Niel twisted his head only enough to see the margay with the
titted ear looking at him and not break the kiss. “The Freshman isn’t supposed to be getting any while
accomplishing his door duties,” Kuno said.

Niel pulled his wet hand from the pants and broke the kiss.

“I still do not know who you are,” Razeen said, “but I look forward to making your
acquaintance.”

“I look forward to feeling that in me again,” the raccoon replied, then stepped to the margay,
offering him his wet palm. “T got the ink.”

Kuno rolled his eyes and lowered his voice. “You know you aren’t supposed to be that obvious
about it, right?”” He lowered Niel’s hand and raised the other, taking the brush out of the bowl with the
black liquid.

“Your house, your rules.” Niel licked the cum off his hand; he wasn’t letting it go to waste. “I
figure everyone knows what goes in the ink, if not why.”

“Is there anything about us those two haven’t told you?” Kuno asked as he traced symbols on
the inside of Niel’s wrist.

“That isn’t them. The bat wasn’t exactly secret about what he could do. And I didn’t forget any
of that, when my true memories were restored.”

The margay nodded. He’d been under the influence of the bat longer, and while they hadn’t
talked about that in details, Niel figured the margay had had a lot more to straighten up.

“Go n,” Kuno said, placing the brush back in the bowl.
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“What, I don’t get a kiss?”

“Like you need that to get turned on.” The margay cupped Niel’s crotch and stroked the
raccoon’s hard cock through the fabric. “Didn’t think so.” He grinned. “Things are more or less the
same as it was for the Freshman party, or when you visited before that. If you want to make sure not to
lose, or end up with someone else’s, clothes when you leave, you know where my bedroom is. If you
can make it before they get pulled off you, you’re welcome to stash them there.”

“Thanks. I’ll keep that in mind.” He slapped the margay’s ass as he passed and entered the frat
proper.

Four townhouses converted into one made for a lot of space, enough for more than a dozen
guys to live comfortably, although, after the bat, Niel had been told they weren’t letting more than ten
live here at a time. They didn’t want a repeat of Roland’s brother. It also made for large rooms where a
lot of guys could party, with or without clothes on. For as sexual as the frat’s reputation was, not
everything was about sex with them. Or rather, not immediately about sex, he reminded himself as he
passed the poker room where the only one still fully dressed was a capybara. The six others were in
various states of undress, with many of the watchers more preoccupied with pleasuring the guy next to
them or using them to pleasure themselves.

“Niel,” someone shricked, and before the raccoon could prepare himself, the monkey was on
him, and they were on their back in a room with a large screen and sounds of explosions. “I am so glad
you came.” Limbani had Niel’s pants undone and around his ankles.

“Not yet,” Niel replied, then moaned in appreciation as the monkey’s lips closed around his
cock. He ignored whatever else was taking place in the room and placed a hand on Limbani’s head to
control some of the blow job. Fuck, the monkey was good.

Under a handful of minutes, Niel tensed and grunted, thrusting in the monkey’s muzzle before
unloading his balls. He sighed and opened his eyes to a few guys watching them instead of the money
playing. One was stroking himself while the others hadn’t moved to it, but had noticeable tents.

“Tasty,” the monkey said, licking his lips and smiling at Niel.

“I think they could use your help,” he replied.

Limbani was on the exposed cock before anyone could react, and Niel used the distraction to
grab his pants and leave the room. In short order, the monkey would have everyone there forget about
the movie.

“Limbani?” a silver fox asked as Niel crossed his path. He had a beautiful Chinese accent.

“He’s busy,” Niel replied and pushed the fox against the wall.

“Limbani has charged me with keeping him from disrupting the clothes-on rooms,” the fox
replied.

“Peng,” Niel said. “In this place, there is no such thing, you should know that.” Niel kissed the
reply out of the naked fox before turning him around and whispering. “Only not yet to be naked rooms.’
He ground his cock until it slipped between the cheeks.

“Niel,” Peng sighed as the cock slipped inside him. “T have been assigned a duty.”

“Doesn’t your god dictate you have to pleasure guys?”’ Niel whispered before thrusting. “And
doesn’t what he wants take precedence?”

“You are,” the fox moaned in response to the raccoon’s forceful thrust. “Twisting is decree.”

“I’'m pretty sure I’'m not.” Niel reached around and wrapped his hand around the cock. “Now,

b
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stop talking and just moan.”

Peng obeyed, and Niel fucked him hard.

The fox came first. Painting the wall with cum, then Niel.

“I knew you had a nice ass,” Niel whispered before nipping at the fox’s neck.

“I will have to fuck you again,” Peng replied.

“Oh, you are more than welcome to it, but if you want to accomplish your duties to Olavo, the
monkey’s in the movie room, have fun trying to pull him away from all the guys in there.” He pulled out
ofthe fox. Who said something in Chinese that included Olavo’s name.

A curse, Niel thought. He picked up his pants again and continued for the stairs.

“You have beautiful fur,” a soft but deep voice said behind him in a thick Russian accent that
sent a shiver down Niel’s spine. Did he have something for accents? He was definitely going to have to
check that out. He turned.

The man before him was large, thick, with sandy fur and blue eyes. The fur was so long that
only a little of the cock was jutting out.

“I think you were going for “you’ve got a purdy mouth,” Niel replied, licking his lips.

The pallas cat shook his head. “I not see lips until now. Fur is what I notice. Very nice.” He ran
a hand through Niel’s fur. “Soft.”

Since he didn’t want the guy to feel left out, Niel ran a hand through his fur and his fingers sank
in deep before touching muscle, and there were muscles there. Not as hard as his or any of the guy
under Coach Horgar’s tutelage, but definite muscles. Niel pressed and the pallas cat shivered.

“Good fingers,” the cat said softly.

“'mNiel.”

“Fedor,” the cat replied.

“I love how thick your fur is. You’re naked, you’re hard. Do you want to fuck me, or for me to
fuck you?”

“Forward,” Fedor replied with a smile.

“This is Sigma Theta Gamma. You wouldn’t be here if you weren’t interested in having sex.”

Fedor nodded. “Sad I miss Freshman party. I don’t miss this one.”

Niel looked him over. “I’m glad you’re here. So how about t?”

“T will fuck you,” the pallas cat said. “You are just done with fox. You need time to get ready
again.”

“Look down,” Niel said. “I’m good to go.”

“T fuck you anyway,” Fedor replied, unbothered. “You can fuck me after.”

Niel tried the closest door, and it opened to a sitting room with guys lying around on the floor
and couches. He pulled the cat in and found a space on the floor large enough to accommodate them.
Niel went on his back and wrapped his legs around the pallas cat’s hips, chuckling when they sunk mto
the fur until they almost vanished.

“I will be gentle.”

Niel rolled his eyes. “I’m not a virgin; fuck me as hard as you feel you need to. Ifit’s too much
for me, I’ll let you know.”

Fedor smiled, positioned himself, and pushed into the raccoon, pulling out almost as soon as he
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bottomed out and was back in. In no time the cat was fucking Niel hard enough they were pushed
against another couple, the collie on his back and bouncing up and down on his crotch.

% sk ok sk ok

The pallas cat gave way to a bear, then Niel fucked his team’s quarterback. Then he was
fucking Fedor again, then Limbani, while Olavo fucked him. Later, he found the capybara and sucked
him off, making sure to tell him it was from Roland, which amused Olavo. There was an attempt at
eating food, but he ended up eating out a squirrel instead, then being fed cum from three guys who were
in a contest as to who could outlast the others.

There was the set of twins, Siamese cats, who got off as much on watching him fuck the other
as they did fucking one another. There was the elephant, so hung he might compete with Chima, at least
i his memory. Niel hadn’t had a chance to see the hyena since the time they had both been under the
bat’s influence.

He joined the conga line of guys as they fucked guys bent over a series of couches, and he
figured he might be the only one to finish the entire line. Then there were the bedrooms with guys half-
sleeping but not one of whom protested as Niel fucked one, then the other.

% sk ok sk ok

Niel stepped into the kitchen and eight guys looked at him, surprised.

“You guys left me anything, or do I have to suck breakfast out of you?” Niel asked, looking
over the remnant of dishes on the table.

“You are still awake?”” Olavo asked.

“Did you sleep at some point?” Kuno followed with.

The two of them looked at Neil in concern, while the seven others seemed more amused.

“I don’t think so.” He tapped his wrist. ““You guys made sure I’d keep up.” He found a plate
with meat that had cooled do almost cold, but he was too hungry to care. He shoved some in his mouth
over Gagan’s protests. Then the elephant looked at him as he was an idiot as Niel lunged for a glass of
milk and downed that.

“I tried to warn you it might be too spicy for you,” Gagan said.

“That stopped working for most a few hours in the night,” Olavo said.

Niel shrugged. “Fedor is still going at it. He was fucking Limbani as I came here.”

“Who?” the capybara asked.

“Pallas cat,” a stoat answered, “He’s doing a Masters in one of the Ecom categories. I’d have
thought you’d know him, O1.”

“T finished my masters in macroeconomics last year. Although there was no pallas cat in then
either.”

“He transferred in this year.”

“You aren’t in Ecom, Tayang,” Peng pointed out. “How do you know so much about him?”

“Pottery,” the stoat replied and only smiled as the others tried to get more out of him.

“Niel,” Kuno whispered. “Are you sure you’re okay? You aren’t tired or sore or...”

The raccoon laughed. “Of course I'm sore. This is my birthday celebration. If I hadn’t ended up
sore, Roland would have Thomas teleport him here and make sure I was. Come on guys, I am fine.”

“Niel Leslie,” Olavo said, tone serious. ‘“‘You know why we’re concerned.”
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Niel rolled his eyes, but before he responded, the rabbit exclaimed. “You aren’t a Luther?”

“Niel Leslie.” The raccoon offered his hand. “I guess names didn’t come up while you were
fucking me.

“Erwin Noble.” They shook hands. “So you’re a friend of the Society? I mean these two a tad
free with what they’re saying around you for anything else.”

“You didn’t tell them?”” Niel asked.

“That is not exactly something we talk about,” Olavo said.

“Watt,” a bison said. “Is that about what happened here two years ago? My dad said the
Lewistons tried to take over the city.”

“No, they didn’t,” Kuno replied.

“They had a Stroker living here,” the rabbit said and was stared at.

“Look,” Niel said, since he had no interest in watching drama. “There was a thing. Mind control
was involved, after a fashion. I was one of those who got pulled in. My mind was fixed, but I still
remember everything, especially the sex. I would have been pissed if I’d forgotten the sex I’ve had here
in that time. If that makes me a friend of the Society, cool. If it doesn’t, 'm still in the know considering
my best friend is part of your now.”

“The teleporter!” the bison, Bart, Niel finally remembered, exclaimed. “There’s been rumors
some family had one, and that they broke away.”

Olavo groaned and rubbed his face.

“Yeah,” Niel said. “His brother’s my best fuck buddy in the world.”

Olavo glared at Niel. “This is not something that is to be discussed.”

The raccoon shrugged. “Okay, I won’t talk about it anymore.”

“No, now that the damage is done,” Kuno said. “You won’t talk about it, leaving us with
explaining things.”

“If you’re lucky, maybe I start breathing fire because of you guys,” Niel grinned. “Maybe I'll
find out I’m able to stop time, then you’re going to have fun trying to keep me from running off.
won’t,” he said at the scared expression on Olavo’s face. “Come on. If something like that happens, I’ll
come see you guys. Not that it can, since there aren’t thirteen of you here.” Niel looked at them with
butterflies starting to fly in his stomach. “Right?”’

Kuno shook his head. “Ten in the frat, there’s a representative from the Ogdens in the city, but if
one of'them had even come close to the university, I’d have been informed.”

“I don’t think the frat will ever shake off the reputation of things happening here,” Olavo said.

“Did more stuff happen here?”” Niel asked.

The capybara shook his head. “But once is all it takes.”

#
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Chapter Three

Niel listened to the silence as the word processor’s editor went over his essay again. The silence wasn’t
absolute, students typed their essays at other tables, phones were moved from one side ofa table to
another as people shared some pictures, or files, or something else, whatever it was, it had the group
giggling almost soundlessly. And there was the sound of books being opened and closed and pages
being turned. Even well in the middle of the twenty-first century, paper books were still a thing.

But every sound was muffled, even that happening at the table next to his. As if simply by being
in a library, sound was careful not to be noticed, not to distract from more important things taking place
in the silence. It was a comfort compared to the yelling and rejoicing talking of the locker room, or even
his roommate singing and dancing to the oldies in their room.

The screen flashed green and a zero error appeared.

“Finally,” Niel whispered and felt the side-eye the woman at the other table gave him. He
enjoyed the silence, but he hadn’t been interested in spending all afternoon fixing the essay. Getting his
facts straight was problematic enough, but Professor Armstrong was known to penalize grammar errors.
He uploaded the file to the Professor’s student-drive and stretched.

A glance at the clock showed he had four hours before training started, so three hours before he
had to be there. They had a game tomorrow, and the coach was hard on anyone who didn’t show up
early since he took it as a lack of drive toward winning,

Only losers showed up on time, he loved to yell at anyone not at least half an hour early. Niel
pull his phone from the slot, stood, and stretched. He made a show of it and watch who was paying
attention. Plenty of women, some with dreamy expressions, other with outright lust. He left down to the
others on the team. A few of the men watched him with interest, two with outright lust, and one looked
away as soon as Niel locked eyes with him, ears folding back. Too far to be sure, but shyness was cute.

He headed for the ram and was intently looking at the screen on his phone, although his ears
were turned in his direction. Niel sat next to him, put a hand on his thigh, and leaned close.
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“What are you watching?”” he whispered. On the screen, the camera followed a football as it
flew across a playing field to be caught by Fielding, who jumped i front of the opposing player, landed,
and ran in the opposing direction. Niel made a quick appearance in the background as he’d been
running to intercept the long pass too, but the buffalo had beaten him to it. He’d been tacked fifteen
yards later, but their team had gained the play.

“You a fan?” Niel asked softly, moving his hand on the thigh up.

The ram swallowed, then stammered. “Yes.” And immediately blushed. Niel couldn’t tell if it
was from the admission, his hand brushing the stiffening cock under the fabric or the shushing that
answered him.

“Do you want me to stop?”

The ram swallowed again, this time shaking his head instead of risking speaking. Niel cupped
the crotch and cock fully.

The ram bit his lips to silence the whimper and Niel pulled away, which almost elicited another
whimper. Niel leaned in closer to the ram’s crimson ear. “Do you want to explore Ancient Roman
history with me?”’

The ram shook himself and looked at Niel in confusion. It wasn’t a known fact outside history
students, or anyone interested in a quiet spot in the library, that the Ancient Rome section was the
furthest back, and that all those bookshelves meant that someone had to try hard for sounds to reach
the first row of tables.

The guys at Sigma Theta Gamma were well acquamted with that section, even if not one of them
cared for history.

The ram hesitated, then nodded. Niel considered actually taking out a book once they were
there, just to mess with him, but the raccoon needed this too.

“Are we allowed to do this?” the ram asked as Niel ran his hand over his chest and undid
buttons.

“No one cares about Ancient Rome unless it’s about their sexual practices. I'm Niel.”

“Leslie,” the ram replied. “Number twenty-nine, I know. Luke, Luke Watson.”

“So you are a fan.” Niel grinned. He had his hands in the woolly fur. “It’s a pleasure to meet
you, Luke. You don’t have to let me do all the work, unless that’s what you like.”

Luke shook his head vigorously. “T’ve just never...”

Niel froze. “Never had sex?” it was too late to just walk away if that was the case, but this
wasn’t the right place for someone’s first time.

“No, I’ve had sex before, just never with a football player, or any guy from a sports team. I'm
not exactly...”

Niel looked at the ram. He was on the thin side, and there was something dorky about the
shyness, but he looked good. Niel didn’t consider himself as having a type; sure, he liked muscular guys,
but he didn’t need them to be that way for him to want to have sex. Really, clear interest from the other
guy was often enough for Niel to decide to go for it.

“Well, you shouldn’t think that way. Go after what you want.” Niel smiled as he recalled a story.
“But ask permission before kissing a quarterback.” Then he kissed the ram, his hand moving lower until
he encountered the waistband. By the time they were at the back of the ram, undoing the tail strap, the
ram was kissing him hard, and grinding. Squeezing the exposed ass made Luke squeal.
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Niel broke the kiss while the ram until his own tail strap. “Do you mind bottoming? I really could
go with a hot and tight tunnel around my cock.”

Luke pushed Niel’s pants down and his hands were back in front, stroking the raccoon’s cock.
“I prefer it actually.”

Niel smiled. “Then get out of those pants and I will show you an advantage to football players.”
He pulled the packet of lube and the ram had stepped out of his pants when he straightened. Niel kissed
him again as he reached back with a finger and lubed the ram. Then he stroked the cocks together,
lubing himself up.

“Ready?” Niel asked, and before Luke could respond, he had both hands on the ram’s ass and
hiked him up. The reflexive surprise had Luke’s legs around the raccoon’s hips and Niel lowered him
until his cock was between the ass cheeks. “Upper-body strength for the win.”

After a little adjusting, he was under the tail and paused. “You ready?” he asked.

“Fuck yeah,” Luke responded.

Niel pushed in and moaned. Luke groaned. Once he bottomed in, Niel paused to catch his
breath, then pulled out and pushed back in.

“Fuck,” Luke whispered.

Niel agreed and picked up speed. Fuck, he needed this.

Luke’s hand was between them and the ram moaned as he stroked himself. The ass tightened
and relaxed around Niel’s cock, then he was kissed the ram hard to muzzle his orgasmic scream.

As he panted and caught his breath, Luke tensed and then was grunting in the kiss and cumming
in their fur.

“Fuck,” Luke breathed.

“Yeah,” Niel replied, grinning. “Am I living up to your expectation?”” The ram nodded.

Niel was still hard, so he looked around for a clock. There should be enough time, he decided,
even if he couldn’t see one. “Do you want to go again?”

“Really?” Luke asked.

“I"'m kind of pent-up today,” Niel replied.

“Fuck yeah.”

% sk ok sk ok

Not today, Niel thought as he ran at the runner. The cheetah did a sudden zag to the zig he’d
been feinting, but Niel punched and they went down.

“Good mtercept, Leslie,” Coach Horgar said in his ear. Niel stood and helped the opposing
player up, then they were talking position for the next play. “They’re going to go for a pass,” the coach
said, “so be ready. Leslie, Fielding, Matterson, do not let it be caught. I don’t care if the ball ends up on
the ground, so long as it isn’t in their hands. With thirty yards to go, it’s going to be too easy for them to
make the pomnt.”

The ball was in play, but instead of throwing it, it was passed to someone. Niel laid eyes on
number twenty-eight, arm tucked against himself as he maneuvered around the line and ran for him.

“Sixteen’s got the ball,” someone said. Niel couldn’t see sixteen, so he kept on twenty-eight
until.

“Yes!” Coach Horgar exclaimed, then the signal the play was over. On the other side, there was
a pile-up. Number twenty-eight spread his arms to show he wasn’t holding anything and Niel gave him a
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good-natured middle finger.

He looked at the board. Five mmnutes until half-time and the score was sixteen to fifteen for
them. The coach was going to chew them out if they couldn’t get at least one touchdown in that time to
widen the lead. Fortunately, that wasn’t his role, not that he’d be spared the chewing if they couldn’t
manage it.

sk sk sk ok ok

Niel shoved the civet against the back of the shower and kissed him. He moaned as the cocks
rubbed together between the guy’s hands. Niel would prefer an ass right now, but he didn’t have the
time for more than quick relief. If the coach walked mto the showers and figured out the raccoon had
sneaked in a fan, let alone was about to cum on him. .. being shaved was probably likely.

The civet grunted and came. Then it was Niel’s turn. He forced himselfto focus on the sounds
outside his stall. Showering was still happening.

The civet opened his muzzle, but Niel silenced him and moved to his ear. “You’re not supposed
to be here, remember. If the coach finds out, it’s both our hides that will get tanned. I’'m going to finish
showering, then you’re going to wait here for me, okay? We’ll have more fun afterward.”

The grin the civet gave him was all the answer Niel needed.

sk sk sk ok ok

“Great game!” the bear exclaimed as he entered the locker room. Niel pulled the town off his
head. “I think that it’s possible some of you have what it takes to make the NFL after all. But don’t let
this victory get your heads, it’s not winning that makes a winner, it’s constantly winning.”

“Coach that—"

“Yes, Herley?” the bear interrupted the hedgehog, grinning.

“Nothing, Coach.”

“That’s what I thought. Now, as you all know, November is coming,”

“Here we go,” the lion sitting on the bench next to Niel sighed.

“So you have a few days to get it out of your system, and I mean you too, Freshmen.”

“Sir,” Herley said, cautiously, “what exactly are you talking about?”

“I am so glad you asked, Herley,” the bear said. “Will one of you more experience men
enlighten him?”

“No Nut November,” Burkle said, grinning and rubbing his hands in anticipation.

“Okay,” the hedgehog said, looking around, confused.

“Oh, I’'m sorry,” Coach Horgar said, his grin so wide Niel expected the top of his head to fall
off. “Did you think only certain men in the team take part? What kind of teammate are you that you’ll let
others go through that alone?”

“You’re joking?” someone exclaimed.

“Do I look like I'm joking?” the bear replied, still grinning.

“Yeah,” that same someone said, “well I’'m not doing it. I have a girlfriend and she has needs.”

“I am certain she’ll be happy to join in your sacrifice for the cause that is team unity,” the bear
said. He was having way too much fun, Niel decided. The lion looked in pain and Niel understood him.
How could anyone go a month without just jerking off, let alone not having sex? How would the coach
even enforce it?
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“You don’t know her,” was the reply. “Look, I appreciate it means something to some of you,
but you can’t force the rest ofus to jon in.”

“I can’t?” the sheer strength of the surprise in the coach’s voice made Niel wary. “Wait, you
right, I can’t. Well, fuck me. Like, how ever will anyone make sure that this team is unified in their belief
that if one has to sacrifice, you all will?”

Niel looked around as the seniors looked back at them, predatory expressions on their faces.
They couldn’t be serious. Niel looked at the lion who, while resigned, nodded. He searched and found
the cougar on the other side of the room and the fear on his roommate’s face told him he wouldn’t find
any help there.

Okay, there was no point in panicking. Even if they perfectly coordinated, there was no way the
seniors could keep an eye on every Freshman on the team, right? Niel would be able to sneak away
here and there and hook up with someone. Fuck, he had a frat full of guys who would be happy to
protect him from the team for the sanctity of being able to fuck.

Niel forced the worries down. He’d be fine. He’d tell them he was abstaining, and they’d have
to believe him.
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Chapter Four

The ghoul ran out the door screaming, liquid sloshing out of the solo cup, and Niel stepped aside.
“I thought you said this was a legal party,” Brenden said.

“It’s what I was told.”

“So that wasn’t alcohol in that cup?”” the cougar asked.

“Ont if they want this to be legal,” Niel replied. “Look, you don’t have to come. This isn’t going
to be your crowd.”

“Music,” the cougar said, raising a finger. “Costumes,” a second finger, “and dancing. Definitely
my kind of party.”

“And guys hitting on you.” Niel stepped through the door and was nearly bowled over by
someone dressed as a... robot? At least there was enough foil on them to be one.

“Looking like this?”” Brenden asked, motioning to the black dress, the loose bracelets, and clip-
on earrings, then shaking his head for the head fur extensions to dance. “In this crowd, women are going
to be all over me.”

“And who are you again?” Niel asked and dodged the slap.

“Do not act like I’ve never shown you a picture of Tina Turner. The diva of the millennia. I
swear | am going to put her discography on repeat for the rest of the year on your phone if you do.”

“Hey, I’d never do that.” On top of Brenden being one of the quarterbacks for the team, he was
aiming for a master in information technology and was already a pretty good slicer, so threats against
Niel’s phone were to be taken seriously.

“Anyway, at least I put work on my costume. What are you supposed to be agan?”’

“A pirate,” Niel replied. He’d come across the cheap tricorn hat on the trip with his dad to
refresh their winter wardrobe, and he’d gotten the idea for the costume. A cheap plastic sword had
been easy to find, then Stewart had offered an old vest he didn’t mind his son ruining. His father had
been surprisingly lax when he’d found out Niel was gay and already sexually active when the whole
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‘spiked water with sex drug’ thing had been revealed. He’d made Niel promise to be safe in the partner
he chose and to tell him if any of them treated him badly and then just smiled and let him loose on the
world.

Stewart knew exactly what Niel’s plan was for this party, hence him handing over a vest he
didn’t mind having ruined.

Niel leaned close to the ear of his roommate and whispered. “I’'m a butt pirate.”

Brenden groaned, then they were inside party central.

The Halloween party for underage guys and girls had been advertised at the Eagle Club since
the end of September. Niel hadn’t planned on going, since gay clubs weren’t his thing, But if this was the
last night he could have sex without having to worry about one of his teammates making a big deal of i,
he’d decided he was going to have a real celebration.

The music was loud, the lighting garish, and the costumes went from amazing to ridicule to, in
one case, non-existent. No, two cases. Unless the exposed breasts on one and cock on the other were
the costume. Niel decided not to go check.

He got to the bar and paid for a solo cup of juice for him and Brenden, then he walked around
the dance floor, mixing it in with the guys on it.

sk sk sk ok ok

Niel kissed the jaguar in the black and white dyed fur as they slowly ground their crotch
together. Both were shirtless, which revealed to Niel the guy had gone to the extent of doing at least his
torso in the same black-and-white pattern. Something out of an old tv show. Niel hadn’t cared. All he
was interested in now was finding out if he’d down his entire body that way, and how much rubbing
together it would take for the dye to transfer to the raccoon’s fur.

The jaguar broke the kiss and pulled Niel off the dance floor and into one of the unoccupied
booths. Then kissed him again while reaching into Niel’s pants with a hand. The raccoon smiled in the
kiss and thrust in the hand. He was really happy he’d gone for a looser pair. He had his hand behind the
jaguar and undid the tail strap before pushing his hand down and squeezing the ass.

He broke the kiss and leaned close to the black ear. “Do you think we’re going to get in trouble
if I fuck you right here?”” he had to raise his voice even this close to be heard.

The Jaguar pulled away in surprise. “Have you never come here before?” he replied. Niel shook
his head, and the jaguar grinned. “The owner’s something of a perv. So long as you don’t mind the risk
there’s a camera looking in our directions, for safety reasons, while you fuck me. No one will
complain.”

They weren’t breaking the law, and Niel wouldn’t mind seeing his performance if someone
brought up a recording in the process of trying to shame him or such a thing. He started pulling the
jaguar’s pants down, grinning. He had them to his knees and yes, the jaguar had dyed his fur black and
white everywhere, when someone called.

“Niel Leslie?”

“Yeah,” he replied, turning to see who it was. The only reason he could think was that Brenden
had gotten into trouble and had gotten someone to get Niel. He didn’t get to see who it was as a bag fell
over his head, plunging him into darkness. Then hands pulled him out.

“Sorry, buddy,” a different voice said. “But this guy’s late for his curfew.”

What? “Let go of me!” He fought to get free, and a hand lost grip but was replaced by a
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surprisingly strong bear-hug. Niel wasn’t weak. Years of training as part of playing football had given
him real muscles, but whoever held of him had more.

“Stop fighting,” someone said, “it’s only going to make things harder on you.”

“Are you fucking serious?” Niel yelled as he recognized the voice. “It’s not November yet!” He
considered making even more of a scene than they had to be making, but if no one had intervened, it
mean his teammates had talked with the club’s bouncers. He sighed and let go. He might as well let
them do their little hazing ceremony for the start of No Nut November, and he’d try to find the jaguar
again so they could finish this.
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Niel was put in a chair, and before he realized it was tied to it, then his pants were pulled off.
“Really?”” he demanded. “You guys don’t get enough of my cock in the locker room, you need to look
at it again?” He frowned, in the bag created darkness, at the lack of chuckling.

The bag was unceremoniously pulled off his head, and he blinked at the harsh light, then looked
around. He was one of twenty guys seated on chairs, tied and with their pants, as well as underwear,
missing. The bank of light above them created a bubble, outside of which was pure darkness.

“We are so glad you could join us on this momentous occasion,” a deep voice said.

“What the fuck?”” one of the guys in the chair said. “Murray, is that you? You guys know hazings
are illegal, right? I swear, my dad’s going to sue your family so fucking hard for this.”

“This isn’t a hazing.” Something jingled as someone walked. “It is a show of support. You heard
the coach, we are all in this together.” Men walked mto the light from behind, then in front. They were
shirtless but wore pants. As if they were making a point of the freshmen’s pantlessness.

“Does that mean you’re wearing one of those too?”” the hedgehog said, nodding to the box
Sampson held, the one where the jingling came from.

Jingling, metal, wearing no pants. Niel wasn’t the second to realize what was in the box, but his
groan came soon after.

“Now, why would we need them?” Ackroyd said, grinning. “We weren’t the ones showing a
lack of team spirit when the coach announced it, were we?”

“Nope, we are doing this full bore of our own volition,” Markham replied.

“Sure, you guys are going to abstain,” Brenden said. “The only person on the team hornier than
you, Markham, is Leslie. I’'m willing to bet that within ten minutes of leaving here your cock is in some
girl’s pussy.”

“What you believe is irrelevant,” Ackroyd cut the badger off. “I am telling you that we, seniors,
will abstain, and so will you, Freshmen.” He smiled toothily. “And that only you need to prove you're
doing it by wearing one of these lovely pieces of jewelry.” He took a cock cage from the box.

“You touch me with that,” Heinley said, and I am going to have you sued.

“Okay, I’ll just tell the coach how we found your stash of drugs. You know the policy on drug
use among players, right?”

“You wouldn’t,” the boar said.

“I"d rather not,” the lion replied, grinning. “So it’s your decision.”

“Don’t you think you’re going too far?”’ Niel asked. “There’s already a threat of a lawsuit.”

“Oh, that’s not going to happen, right? I mean, would the coach want a player on the team who
throws a frivolous lawsuit against another out of spite.”
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“This is—" Prusik began.

“Your word against ours,” the lion replied. “Well, I guess it’s also that of every one of you who
wants to side against the team.”

“It’s just one fucking month,” someone said.

“One month without sex,” someone else snapped angrily.

For them, Niel thought. He had more options, but he didn’t want to just agree. This was wrong,
plain and simple. The question was, did he want to risk his scholarship to fight it? Football had gotten
him in, even if he wasn’t sure it was going to be a career. As much as he loved the game, he thought
he’d want something quieter to earn a living from. It was why he was working so hard in his history
class. Teaching that would be perfect.

“Fuck,” Prusik said, admitting defeat. “That thing better be clean, Ackroyd. I catch anything
because of it and I will sue you.”

“Clean and disinfected,” the lion replied proudly. “It isn’t like we want you to get sick and miss
games or anything.”
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Chapter Five

Niel hated the thing, He’d lost track of the number of times he’d woken up because a night erection had
been squeezed to death and its cries of pain. He’d never thought he got that many of them, but he had
the irritability of lack of proper sleep now to prove it.

Showering had been another problem. Niel wasn’t one to jerk off in the shower. He’d have to
get up early enough to allow that and be on time to practice, but trying to clean it had caused just
enough sensation he’d gotten another erection strangled out. He had no idea if it was clean enough and
he didn’t care.

He’d showed up to practice early enough to make the coach happen and had not done one
thing differently than he normally did, except maybe glare at the seniors when they snickered at the
freshmen with their new jewelry. He leers are them harder and didn’t react to the cock cage strangling
more erections.

They were not going to break him.

Not only that, he decided as he watched them and the coach preen at the shame and pain the
others reacted with. Even Brenden kept himself covered as much as he could in the locker room. But he
was going to make a point of having as much fucking sex as he could in that month. He considered
arranging for them to be recorded and then having the clips broadcast so that each of them had to see
how much fun he was having in spite of their little gift. Show them that Niel Leslie was still getting more
tail than all of them put together.

Once he was away from them and had enough academic stuffto do that he had to cool down,
he realize that would come back to bite him in the ass in no time at all. Not to say of what it would put
his partners through; if he could even get one of them to agree. Even the Frat guys would hesitate to
make themselves a show for his revenge.

Still, the part about having the sex, that he was sticking with. Which was why he was stalking
the library. If he couldn’t find someone here, he’d have to wait for after classes and a trip to the frat
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before heading home.

He smiled when he saw the ram. Grinned when he didn’t even have to approach. The ram
looked up and saw him, smiled. Niel gave a side bob to the bookcases and Luke nodded. Niel headed
to the Ancient Rome section paced as he waited. A long five minutes later, the ram appeared.

Niel had him against the wall and almost reached to undo the tail strap when he remembered he
needed to check something.

“You said that you prefer bottoming. That means you’re willing to top, right? I really need you to
top right now.”

Luke hesitated. “I, yes, but I don’t really have a lot of experience doing it.”

Niel grinned and had the tail strap undone. “Oh, you don’t have to worry about that. Get out of
those, sit down and I am going to give you something of an education on what power-bottoming is all
about.” He took the packet of lube from his pocket, then was out of his pants.

The ram stared at the cock cage and Niel told him not to worry about it. To not worry about
anything other than what the raccoon took. Then Niel was sitting on Luke’s lap, bouncing and kissing
him.
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Niel moaned around the cock he was sucking on as the capybara plowed his ass. Olavo was
moaning, both from fucking the raccoon and being fucked by Bart. Unless the bison had finished and
someone else taken his place? Niel had been too busing sucking the cum out of the guys to pay
attention. All he wanted was a few hours of mindless sex.
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“Oh fuck,” Niel moaned in a mix of pain and delight as Erwin ran his fingers over the cock cage
without touching it. Over the five first days of the month, he’d sort of gotten used to the cage, he’d even
slept through the whole previous night without being woken by an erection, and most of the orgy he
hadn’t gotten hard either, but this? Fuck, if this kept up, Niel thought his cock would either shatter the
metal cock cage, or it was going to die of suffocation.

Whichever it was, it would be worth it.

Like every member of the Society over eighteen, the rabbit had a power. And while not a flashy
or a power sought after, Erwin liked it and enjoyed using it. Erwin could clean stuff. He passed his
fingers over whatever was dirty, and his power dislodged the grime and did... something. It went away.
What the process also did, at least to Niel’s cock, was tingle in the most erotic way he had ever
experienced.

When Erwin stopped, Niel slackened and panted. Now, all he was left with was a panfully
restrained cock and the knowledge it was finally, properly, clean.

“Marry me,” the raccoon demanded.

“Make the offer again once that thing’s off; and we can discuss coming to a satisfying
arrangement.”

“Watit a few days,” Olavo said, gently running a hand through Niel’s chest fur. “The ecstasy of
being free might cause you to make a major lapse of judgment in making a contract with a Noble.”

“Oh Fuck you, Medeiros,” the rabbit replied with a laugh. “The soon-to-be dictator doesn’t get
to call my family crooked.”

“I said no such thing.”
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“But all the Nobles are lawyers,” Peng said, “so you have to know there isn’t much honesty
there.”

“And think about it,” Kuno added. “With your power, you are the perfect guy to not be a
lawyer and still be worthy of the family name.”

Niel snickered.

“What?” the rabbit demanded as more began laughing.

“You can clean stuff,;” Niel replied, “so you can launder all that dirty money Olavo implies your
family has.”

The rabbit rolled his eyes. “You guys realized that each of your families uses lawyers on a nearly
daily basis and that MM&J are the best, which means my family is nothing compared to them.”

“Don’t most of your work for them?”” Gagan asked.

“Exactly, if we were as crooked as your think, they would be working for us!”

“Isn’t that exactly what the secret mastermind would say to hide the fact they were actually
controlling the company?” Niel asked.

“Shut up,” Erwin replied with a laugh, “or I’'m not cleaning your cock again.”

“And 1t’s a real threat,” Kuno said.

“And I am truly horrified at the idea of not having a clean cock for a month,” Niel replied in
what he thought was an appropriately terrified voice. Or not, judging by the laughter he caused.

“Why not simply take it off?”” Razeen asked, while slowly stroking Limbani. The monkey
seemed to have found, if not a match, at least a fan in the jackal. Razeen enjoyed making Limbani cum
in a variety of ways.

“The lock makes that tough.”

Razeen shook his head. “I can remove it easily.”

“Is that your power?”

“No, that is what lockpicks are for.”

“Isn’t that just living up to the stereotype that everyone from the middle-east is a thief?” Erwin
asked.

“What would the lawyer have against that?” the jackal replied. “And if you are going to live up
to anything. Why not make it exactly what people expect? It gives you more time for much more
satisfying activities.” He swallowed the cock, making the monkey scream, then was eagerly swallowing.

“I might have said yes a few days ago,” Niel said, “maybe even yesterday.”

“What happened?”’

“I don’t want to admit defeat,” Niel replied simply. “They’re being assholes about it, but they’ve
been pushed to it by the coach, and to take it off'is going to be admitting that found the thing that hurts
me. [ know I’m just rationalizing it, but that’s what it feels like to me. Like he’s targeting me personally
because I get more than he does or something and everyone else just got caught in the crossfire.”

“A cum covered crossfire,” Limbani said dreamily.

“So I'm going to keep it on. Having Erwin able to clean my cock makes that more bearable.
And I am going to have so much fucking sex that it’s going to make his fur fall off if he ever hears about
it.”

“Excuse me,” Kuno said, eying him suspiciously, “but Niel Leslie is going to go one month
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without topping anyone?” He scoffed. “A hundred said that before the end of next week he has it off
and has his cock in someone’s ass.”

“Are you saying I’'m a top?”

“I’'m saying you’re versatile with one hell of a slant toward top.”

“I say he will last at least two weeks,” Olavo said.

“Are you guys seriously betting on if ’'m going to hold out or not?”

“Well, I say my man Niel will hold out,” Erwin said. “Not only that, but I’'m willing to put five
hundred on that belief.”

Niel narrowed his eyes at the rabbit. “Thank you, I think.”

“You’re welcome, and don’t worry anytime you feel like topping, come see me and I'll state
under oath that you only bottomed for me.”

“You don’t think I can do it either, do you?”’ Niel replied, getting to his knees.

“I said no such thing,” the rabbit replied solemnly.

“Well, fuck you!” Niel pushed the rabbit on his back. “Actually, someone fuck me, while I suck
this asshole’s cock dry.” Before the rabbit could protest, or express his approval, the raccoon had him
moaning. Then someone had their cock in his ass.
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“Question,” Kuno said, rubbing the soapy water in Niel’s back fur.

“Answer!” Tayang replied and started laughing as if it was the funniest thing ever said.

“Why are we bothering with showers with Noble around?”

“Hey, you start taking me for granted, and I’m going to have to charge for use of my power.”

“How many cock up your ass for a full-body clean?”” Kuno asked.

“Including internal?”’

“You can do that?”” Limbani asked.

“Wait.” Niel frowned. Trying to recall something from his historical medicine textbook. “Does
your power remove bacteria too?”

“And someone knows a threat when he ears it!”” Erwin exclaimed.

“I don’t get it,” Limbani said.

“The nside of our body’s filled with bacteria that work to our benefit,” Niel explained. “If he
kills all of them, it’s not going to be pleasant for you.”

“Can he kill someone that way?”” Gagan asked. “That would be one cool way to be an
assassin.”

“I don’t think so. The textbook only documented the case where it was discovered that
antibiotics were causing problems because they were also killing our internal fauna. I don’t remember it
mentioning anyone dying,”

“Anyway, why would you want to give this up?”’ Bart said, then grunted and Razeen moaned.

Kuno began grinding against Niel’s ass. “He does have a pomnt.”

“Hey Niel, aren’t you guys playing Madison over the next weekend?” Peng asked. “What? [ am
supportive of our team. [ stay up to date on their games.”

“Yeah. Not looking to that four hours bus ride with all those seniors razzing on us.” He moaned
and leaned back against the margay as he pushed his cock nside him.
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“So that’s what, two full days without sex? Is there someone on your team who can fuck you?”

“Can we talk about this later? I have this cock up my ass right now that I really want to enjoy.”

But the question was in his head now. The one guy he knew was willing to fuck another guy was
a freshman too, so in a cage. Even if one of the seniors was willing, it would give Niel blackmail
material.

He grunted at the hard thrust from Kuno. “Focus,” the margay said.

Right, he was getting fucked right now. He’d deal with the away game when it happened. It
should be simple enough to find a fan there for a quickie. It wasn’t everyone around the football industry
that was taking part in No Nut November, right?
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Niel was going to kill someone.

He’d gotten up early, like a full hour before the coach would come banging on his door so he
could meet up with a fan in the locker’s shower and have a quick one before they’d get going. But the
coyote hadn’t been there, and when Niel had turned around, a grinning bear had congratulated him for
being so eager for the trip that he came in this early and put him to work packing the stuff they’d need.
The coach let it slip while they worked that he’d had to chase off a trophy seeker who’d managed to
get into the locker room, somehow; and that because of that, he was going to change the code on all the
doors again.

Ifthe bear hadn’t been grinning the entire time he said that, Niel might have been willing to give
him the benefit of the doubt as to if he’d actively cock blocked him or it had been an accident.

Before the coach left to go wake the rest, three of the seniors showed up and they kept him
busy enough he didn’t even have time to call the coyote to explain what had happened.

Then had been the dreaded bus ride. He’d gotten lucky in that the assistant coach was on his
bus and, by all appearance and subdued behavior, wasn’t in on the treatment the seniors had put the
Freshmen through. Now that he thought about it, Niel couldn’t recall seeing him in the locker room
before and after the practices and games since the start of the month.

As soon as they’d arrived, and before Niel could consider sneaking to the field’s gym, in case
there was someone there looking for a nice ass, like one of the opposing players, the coach calling a
pre-game meeting.

So here Niel was, in his gear, on the field, looking at the opposition, pent up like he couldn’t
remember ever being, and definitely ready to kill someone for what he was being forced to endure.

At least, he had halftime to look forward to.

With a nasty grin, he waited for the ball to be in play, then set to demolish the opposition.
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Niel raised his head from between his legs as the halftime announcement sounded. That last
tackle had sent him off his feet and left him with a case of vertigo. So he’d been sitting for the last fifteen
minutes, waiting for it to pass.

He stood and was steady enough he didn’t need help accompanying the others to the locker,
where the coach gave a rousing speech about the game, or maybe the dinner he’d had the day before.
Niel was eying the door and counting how long he’d have to find someone to fuck him before they were
going back to the field. This was going to have to be the quickest quickie he’d ever had.

As soon as the coach was done, Niel was up and out the door.
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“Where do you think you’re going?” Coach Horgar demanded before Niel had taken four steps
away from it.

“For some fresher air, it stinks in there.” Niel barely kept his tone civil. Every second he was
kept here meant—

“Really? Don’t you mean you’re going off to get laid?”

Niel rounded on the man. “What do you fucking care?”

“It’s November, the team—"

“Oh, fuck off with the team. This is about you getting your jollies, not team support. I don’t see
the seniors in cages. You honestly expect me to believe they aren’t getting laid? That you aren’t? Or is
that the point? You can’t get any, so this month is your excuse to make us suffer with you?”

The bear snorted. “Kid, I get laid. More than you, I expect.”

Niel titted an ear. “Unless you got it four times yesterday, I doubt it.” He smirked at the
surprised look on the coach’s face. “Now, unless you have something worthwhile to tell me, I have less
than five mmnutes to—"

“In the locker room, now.”

“Hey, the game doesn’t restart unti—"

“You aren’t here to get a cock up your ass. You’re here to help the team win, to get better so
you can have a career in the NFL.”

“Who fucking said I want that?”

“Then why are you here?”

“I’'m here because I’'m a good enough player I was offered a scholarship. If that pans out into
the NFL, who knows, I might do for it. But unlike most of the guys in there, I’m not hanging all my
hopes on it, so how about you fucking give me space to breathe and wait until I’'m not playing as well as
everyone else before you shove your nose into what I’'m doing in my personal time!”

“Coach Horgar,” a woman called from down the hall. “Two minutes before your team needs to
be on the field.”

The bear grinned at Niel. “T guess it’s game time.”
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Chapter Six

Niel swiped his phone over the scanner and pulled the door open. Tried to. “Fuck,” he grumbled. He
was too tired to deal with a scanner on the fritz tonight. He considered himself lucky to have made it
from the bus to the dorm as tired as he was.

He’d spent most of the second half benched, but not because of what he’d told the coach. Niel
was good enough he’d been needed on the field, but after the third tackle he’d had trouble getting up
and he stumbled getting back to the lineup. A paramedic had pulled him out of play to check him over
and had had him sit for a while. Niel ate a couple of energy bars in the meantime, since he hadn’t gotten
anything during halftime and was regretting it. He did another play but had been tackled hard, and his
head swam for the rest of the game.

The trip back hadn’t been restful, with the team celebrating the victory and not caring that he
was tired. By the time they’d reached the university dorms, everyone was quiet, but Niel had been
working just as he’d finally fallen asleep to walk through the cold night to his room.

And now, the damned door didn’t want to unlock.

“Dude, what are you doing?”” Brenden whispered from three doors down.

“Trying to unlock our door.” Niel felt like kicking the thing. Maybe punching the scanner would
help.

“Well, stop it, that’s Carmichael’s room, and he is going to kill you if you wake him.”

Niel turn to roll his eyes at the cougar, but Brenden had the door open and motioned for Niel to
get in. He decided he was too tired to argue. If there was a bed there, he was falling into it and hoping
for unconsciousness.
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Niel rubbed his eyes and tried to focus on the whiteboard where the list of passages the
professor had been talking about was written. He had been certain he’d set up the links ahead of time,
but he couldn’t find them. Fortunately, Professor Rogers understood students weren’t always on the
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ball, so he always had the relevant information on the board for them to search and access from their
phones.

Only Niel had trouble getting his eyes to focus.

He’d slept, or at least been unconscious, and since there was never practice after a game night,
he’d been able to sleep until nine, not that it had helped. Getting showered and dressed had taken twice
as long, and even knowing he might be late for his class hadn’t been enough to get him to hurry. Or
rather, he’d wanted to, but his body wasn’t cooperating,

Fuck, he hoped he wasn’t coming down with something.
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It was a good thing he wasn’t being charged by the plate, Niel thought as he put the tray down
on the table. His head had cleared slightly, his body didn’t feel like it was packed nto so much cotton,
but he was ravenous.

“You going for some weight gain contest?”” Jessica asked. She was in his Ancient French and
Russian History class, which meant that on Wednesday they ate together, since one was before lunch
and the other after.

“Just feeding the flu.”

“You starve the flu, and feed a cold,” the lioness responded.

“You sure?”

“You’re a history buff, don’t you know your sayings?”’

“I’'ma football player, we don’t know anything.”

“You certainly get hit on the head often enough to justify that one. That last tackle was pretty
hard last night.”

He nodded. His position didn’t get the ball often, but once in a while, things lined up, as they
had at the last game, and he’d intercepted a pass, only for the other team to take him down hard. It had
given his team the ball but taken him out for the rest of the game.

Maybe that was what was wrong with him? The paramedic had cleared him, but maybe this
was a delayed concussion? Was that a thing?

It was probably just the flu.

“Earth to Niel, you still with me?”

“Uh? Yeah, I am. Sorry. You were saying?”

“That you got hit hard. Did anyone make sure you were okay? Maybe you should go to the
mfirmary?”

“I'll be fine. I’'ll go to bed after the class.” He started on the demolishing of his tray filled with
enough food for the three people he felt his stomach was demanding he eat.

% sk sk ok ok

Niel shouldered the stall door open to the loud gurgling of his intestines, then barely had his
pants down and was sitting before they emptied themselves painfully.

Fuck.

Wasn’t feeling sick mixed with diarrhea a sign he’d caught food poisoning? Had he eaten
anything before the game? He certainly hadn’t during or after. He didn’t think so, and he couldn’t
believe he’d caught this from the cafeteria. Food poisoning didn’t act this fast, did it?
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Niel stared at the text on his phone. It was the reading material assigned for the Russian
Monarchy essay he had to hand over next week. Only they looked like blurred squiggles instead of
letters.

“You look like shit,” Brenden commented, exiting the bathroom wearing only a towel. He
walked stiffly. He too, wasn’t over the punishment he’d received during the game.

“You don’t need glasses. Congratulations,” Niel replied bitterly.

“What did the nurse say you have?”

“Nothing, It’ll pass, I just need to finish this and I’ll go to bed.”

“Dude, you should go to the nfirmary.”

“It’s just the flu.” Niel’s stomach gurgled. “Or food poisoning.” He suddenly felt fully away and
ran for the bathroom. Good thing his roommate was done. The way his body was behaving, Niel didn’t
think he’d made it to the restroom at the end of the hall.
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He never wanted to see that again. He decided, returning to his desk. He wasn’t in the habit of
looking at what was in the bowl once he was done, but he was pretty sure it should all be brown, not...
those colors.

“You heading out?” he asked the cougar, who was dressing.

“Yeah. Melany wants to meet up. I’m not mviting you. I don’t want you to give her whatever
you have.”

“Then I hope I haven’t given it to you. Can you bring me back a sandwich when you come
back?”

“Dude, how are you hungry if you’re sick?”

Niel shrugged.

“T’ll stop by the cafeteria and bring you one. It’ll be a few hours.”

“I’'ll survive.” He hoped.
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“I can’t, sorry. I have an essay to finish, and I’ve caught a bug while in Madison. Sex is the
surest way to pass that on to you, and you haven’t pissed me off, Luke.”

“That sucks. I really wanted to explore Ancient Rome some more,” the ram replied.

“Ancient Rome isn’t going anywhere. I’ll show you more about it in a day or two. But thanks
for the offer.”

He disconnected and placed another call. Why hadn’t he thought about this earlier? Olavo
could fuck him to full health.

“You have reached Olavo Medeiros’s message center. If this is regarding classes, press one, if
this is frat business, press two, if you are a friend, press three.” He pressed three. “Hi, ’'m unreachable
until the end of the day tomorrow. Sorry about that. Ifit’s something that can’t wait, call Kuno. He can
probably help with whatever you need. Otherwise, leave your name and I'll call you back once I'm in
town again.”

Niel put the phone down. Could he bother the margay for a healer over a stomach bug? They
probably had more important things to do than help an outsider feel better, regardless of Niel and
Kuno’s history, especially since part of that was fabricated.
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This would only be a few days. He would survive the misery, if not the coach’s reaction, when
he didn’t play at his best.
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How many ways were there to fail? Niel couldn’t think of the answer. He couldn’t think of much
because of the fog in his mind, but he was confident he’d found all of them as they applied to playing
football.

He’d tripped over his own feet. Dropped just about every ball that was thrown at him and even
Carl, the lightest of the players, had sent him on his ass with a shoulder block.

It was a good thing this was just practice. The coach would kill him if he was this horrible during
a—

“Leslie! Get over here!”” Coach Horgar yelled.

With a sigh, Niel accepted Carl’s hand and got up. He ambled to the bear, taking care not to
move too quickly or his head would spin out of his skull.

“Are you okay?” the bear asked, searching Niel’s face.

“I’'m fine.” He did his best to show his strong side.

“How about you tell me the truth this time? I can see you aren’t fine. I think the team in Madison
can see it too right now.”

“I think I caught a bug at the game. Maybe the locker room wasn’t properly cleaned after their
last game or something.”

The bear looked over the field where the others were training in worry before focusing back on
Niel. “You think. Are you telling me you haven’t gone to the nfirmary yet?”

Niel shrugged. “It’s just a bug, it’ll pass.”

“And before that, you might pass it on to everyone one else.” The bear cursed. “Do you know
what that could do to their chances?” He let out a breath. “Go see the nurse, don’t argue. You kids and
your damned belief you can survive anything. Half the sick time on this team would be avoided if your
first reaction was to think you caught the plague and went to the nurse.”

“I’d just be spreading it to her if I did. It’s called the plague because there’s no cure.”

“It’s the twenty-first century. There’s a cure for everything, including whatever you have. Go see
the nurse.”

Niel headed off'the field and dropped the shoulder pads on a bench in the locker room. He’d
put it away on his way back, once the nurse told him he’d be fine in a few days and to take it easy until
then. When else was she going to do, send him to the hospital for a stomach bug?
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Niel opened his eyes slowly to a steady beeping near his ear, and distant conversations, urgent
and indistinct. He was lying on a bed. In a room with a machine on his left showing his heart rate. That
was where the beeping came from. There were other machines lining the wall, but as he turned to get a
look, something pinched on his arm and he stared at the IV connected to it.

He was in a hospital.

What was he doing in a hospital? It wasn’t from the game. He’d been woozy, but he’d walked
away from that. He’d made it back to the dorms, went to place. Has been off, but made it, then there
was training the next morning, fumbling too many balls—man was he in a bad way if that didn’t even
sound funny as he thought it—then the coach sending him to see the nurse who...
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Why didn’t he remember reaching the infirmary?

He’d made it to the lockers, left without the shoulder pads, and...

Clearly, he hadn’t made it to the infirmary and, however that had happened, had led to him
being here. He wished being in the hospital meant he’d feel better, instead of about the same, as well as
hungry. Now he wished he’d eaten something before practice instead of worrying about what would
happen. His stomach had to have settled now.

He located the call button and pressed fit.

A few seconds later, the door opened, and a doctor entered, stethoscope and all, followed by a
nurse and Coach Horgar and his father.

“Mister Leslie,” the doctor said, and she smiled reassuringly. “I’m glad to see you’re away. You
have good timing, your father just arrived.”

“Is it a bad cliche for me to tell you he’s Mister Leslie and I'm just Niel?”

She chuckled. “Fortunately for you, we aren’t in a movie, so it doesn’t matter. Now, I have a
few questions for you before I answer some of your own. When’s the last time you ate?”

“Around nine last night, a sandwich, which I regretted a couple of hours later. I think I have a
stomach bug. Food’s going right through me.”

She made notes on her pad. “How long had that been going on?”

“The first time was that afternoon, a couple of hours after lunch. It’s why I didn’t eat this
morning.”

“Mister Horgar mentioned you said you might have caught something during your game in
Madison. Any reason why you think that?”

“Just guessing. I woke up yesterday feeling off. I thought it was just the after-effect ofa hard
game, and [ was tackled a few times, but then it got worse and after lunch, I figured it had to be a bug
and the only place I’ve been out of the ordinary if in Madison.”

“So just to be clear, you’re feeling lethargic, you have issues focusing, and you have diarrhea.”

Niel nodded.

“Alright. We’re confirmed you don’t have a stomach flu; or any flu. You have bruises, but
nothing I wouldn’t expect from a teenager or a football player. You don’t have a concussion or show
signs of having had one recently.”

“Recently?”” Stewart asked.

“Once the body heals, the only way to determine if someone has had a concussion is through
their changes in behavior. What’s called Post-Concussion Syndrome. We have specialized scans we can
run if we suspect that to be the cause, but at this time, nothing points to that.”

“Then what is wrong with my son?”’

“I don’t know.”

“Look, he was admitted after fainting in school and Coach Horgar told the nurse about the rest.
Clearly, something is going on with him.”

“Yes,” she answered, “but Niel was admitted less than two hours ago. We have him on a drip
and we took blood that’s being studied, but your son is clearly not in danger. So the results might—" the
pad beeped. “Be here now.” She smiled and read. Her smile dropped. “Okay, this is odd. Niel, you're
sure you ate yesterday?”

“Yes, like I said, a lot of it went right through me, but I had lunch, dinner, and a sandwich.”
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“Your blood sugars’ unusually low, but your insulin’s fine. We’re not seeing the corresponding
ketones looking for more glucose.” She looked up. “Alright, this might be nothing more than something
going wrong with the test we ran.”

“But,” Stewart pressed.

“But I want to confirm everything before I attempt to assign a condition to your son.”

“Look, clearly you have an opinion,” Coach Horgar said. “So why don’t you just lay it on us.
We’re adults, we can take it for what it is, but it’s going to be better than leaving us to come up with
worst-case scenario.”

“I’'m with the coach.”

Niel stayed silent. She’d said ‘attempt’. She wasn’t even sure that with confirming the tests
were right, she’d know what was wrong with him. She looked at him, then took the coach and his father
out of the room.

Niel sighed. Maybe he should have said he wanted the guess, too. He didn’t care to be left in
the dark.

Although. .. he lifted the covers and pulled the hospital gown up, then smiled. If nothing else, the
trip had caused the damned cage to be removed.
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Chapter Seven

#

#
Niel became aware of a conversation around him and forced his eyes open. His father was talking with
a doctor, with another joining in occasionally.

“Hey,” Niel said and even that took a lot of effort. The sun was up, around noon, by the way it
shone through the window. Why was he so tired if he’d slept so long? Why was his sheet tented? Great,
did he have morning wood in front of the strangers, worse, his father? And why was Stewart looking at
the tent worriedly?

Then his father was at his side. “Hey buddy, how are you feeling?”’

“Like crap,” Niel replied and didn’t have the strength to laugh. Fuck, he’d been trying for a
joke. “What’s wrong with me?”’

“It’s,” Stewart began, then stopped. He looked at the doctor, a different one from yesterday.

“I can tell you what is happening to you,” the elk said. He had an authoritative voice. The kind
that promised answers. “But not why.”

“Okay, I guess that’s a start.” Niel caught looking at his crotch again. Please let not this be that
kind of dream. Niel was happy the bat hadn’t pulled his father into this like he had Roland’s. That was
one set of memory he wouldn’t want to untangle.

“You’re tired because you’re basically running out of energy.”

“Because of what I ate going through me?”” he volunteered.

“It’s... more complicated than that.” The elk looked at his pad. “We have you on a drip with
glucose and protein and amino acid. Basically, something we’d put someone in a coma on because they
can’t feed themselves, but none of'it is being absorbed by your system. Not only that, but in spite of
how you are basically starving, your body’s not attacking itself to get nutrition. We’ve checked your
urine and stood—" Niel didn’t remember them doing that and he was happy for it. “—and everything
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we give you simply come out, unprocessed.”

“That’d be why my shit was all those weird colors?”

The elk looked at him, then the other doctor, who shook his head. “That would have been good
to know earlier. Care to elaborate?”’

“Not really,” Niel said, then saw the serious expression. “I just glanced m, it’s not like I make a
habit of'it, and there was bright green, reds, blues, violets.”

“Do you remember what you had to eat before that?”” Niel told him what dinner had consisted
of, realizing that the green had matched the spinach salad with tomatoes, so the blue could have been
the pie.

“It’s a good thing I haven’t had anything to eat,” Niel said, “because thinking about this is
making me feel like I’m going to throw-up.”

The nurse place a metal bean-shaped bowl next to the raccoon’s head, and that was enough to
make him not want to do it.

“Yes, somehow it does seem like you are voiding what you eat without it getting processed
anymore more than chewing, the stomach acids, and mashing of the mtestines. Quite baffling. Another
mteresting phenomenon is your near-constant erection.”

“Can we not talk about my junk?”

“Actually, it’s very interesting,” the elk said without looking. “While erections i all levels of
sickness and weakness happen, it is an independent system, if you will and only requires sufficient blood
for it to—"

“Doctor,” Stewart said, looking sick, “my son said he doesn’t want to hear about it.”

“Of course. My apology.” He folded his hand over the tablet. Which he rested against his
stomach. “As I said, I can tell you what is happening to you, just not why, or even how it’s possible. If it
was only the food you ate, I could hazard a guess that somehow the lining of your digestive system had
become impermeable, but even what we put directly in your bloodstream stays out of it. It is as if
everything we consider essential for our nutrition your body somehow considers foreign.”

Niel listened, but couldn’t help noticing how sick his father was getting. Steward caught the side
glances and straightened.

“Then I’'m taking my son home.”

“Mister Leslie,” the elk said. “I can’t advise you to do that. Your son is in a dire condition, he
needs to be supervised.”

“No, my son needs to be out of here and where I can—" Steward closed his mouth and rubbed
his face. “My son needs to be home.”

“No,” the elk said, tone firm. “Your son needs to be under constant care and supervision so—"

“You can watch me die?”

That made the doctor close his mouth.

“I mean, that’s what not getting any nutrition means, right? You said i, I’'m starving. If my body
won'’t eat itself to keep me alive, how long do I have?”

The doctor hesitated. “My job is to see to it that you have the best chances of survival.”

“Okay, so what are you going to do? Unless you’ve discovered how to put me in cryogenic
sleep in the last two days, what’s left that you even think might work?”’

“We might be able to come up with a specific combination of amino acids and proteins that your
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system would accept.”

Steward snorted.

“Dad?”

“You haven’t heard them flounder about. I doubt they even have any idea what to do anymore.”

“Not give up,” the elk said.

“I"'mnot giving up on my son!” Stewart was up and looked like he wanted to yell a lot more.
“But,” he continued once he calmed, “I am not going to have him stay here when it’s clear there is
nothing you can do for him.”

“Mister Leslie, just because we don’t know, right now, what the correct course is, isn’t a reason
to act like we will not find it.”

“In two days?” Niel asked. He’d read that someone could survive for a week without feed or
water. Without the body as fuel, how short did that become?

“There’s no way to know,” the doctor said, “but giving up isn’t the way to handle it.”

“But in the end, it is our decision, right?” Like his father, Niel wasn’t giving up. He knew of'an
entirely different avenue he could look into, but he couldn’t do that from the hospital. He was sure Kuno
would come if called, but it would be a lot easier at home. One person to explain magic to was easier to
deal with than an entire medical staff. If Kuno was even going to help under those conditions.

“Yes, you are an adult, so the decision falls on you if you want to be treated or not, but I have to
advise against it.”

“T appreciate it, but I want to go home.”

(just a note there was a comment about mentioning Niel’s deceased mother, but I couldn’t find a
way to make it fit)
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Niel fiddled with his phone, looking out the window at the passing buildings. He wanted to call
Kuno to let him know what was going on, or even just text him, but with his father present there were
too many chances he’d glance at the wrong time and see something too difficult to explain without
someone from the Society there as evidence. Once he was home, and in his room, he could get his
father out for a while and take with Kuno.

They drove onto the highway and the car accelerated, a lot.

“Dad?”

“Everything’s going to be okay, Niel.”

“Not if you crash, it won’t.”

Stewart looked at the speedometer and slowed the car, but not enough for Niel’s comfort.

“Dad, what’s going on?”’

“I’m going to fix this.”

“You’re going to fix what is wrong with me?”” Niel asked cautiously. He tried to come up with
something to defuse the tension, but he wasn’t at his best right now.

“No, that’s permanent, but I know what you have to do so you won’t die.”

“Dad, what are you talking about?”” He noticed the sign as his father took the ramp to head west
on the ninety-four. “Dad, home’s on the east side.”

Stewart held the wheel so tightly the fur on his knuckles stood up.
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“Dad, what do I have to do? You said you knew what I had to do to survive.”

“You have to have sex.”

Niel looked at his father incredulously. “Is that you trying to be funny, Dad? Because of how
much sex [ have?”

“What? No, of course not. You know I don’t care about that so long as you’re safe. This is
your grandfather’s fault.”

Niel was in no state to deal with his father losing his mind. “What grandfather? Both yours and
mom’s died years ago.”

Stewart glanced at him before focusing on the road. “Mine’s alive.”

“You said he died before I was born.”

“It was simpler that you think that. The day you were conceived is the last time I saw him. He
was like you.”

“Like me? You mean a raccoon, like you and mom. Dad, I'm dying. I wish you’d make sense
during that time.”

“You’re not dying! You need sex; like he did.”

Niel rested his head against the window. The cool glass helped mitigate his headache. Maybe
the best thing was to let his father get whatever this was out of his system. Once they got to their
destination, he’d go to the bathroom, call Kuno, and at least could make the arrangement to get them to
his house. Hopefully, Olavo was back, and if not, this would be enough to get him back.

They exited the highway, then were in a residential neighborhood that felt like their own. Firmly
middle class. He parked behind a pickup and was out of the car before Niel could ask where they
were.

Stewart opened the passenger side door and helped Niel exit. He tried to resist, but his father
already had to support most of his weight. Then they were headed to the door, which opened before
they were there.

“Stew?”” a mole-rat said, “what are you doing here?” he had a slight middle European accent.
Niel didn’t remember his name, but he remembered him from the factory where his dad supervised the
team of machinists who made sure everything kept working. The mole-rat was on that team.

“Petro, you remember my son, Niel. We need your help.” The mole-rat took Niel’s other side
and helped Niel into a living room seat while Steward closed and locked the door. “You have to have
sex with my son or he’s going to die.”

Petro looked at Stewart, Niel, then Stewart again. “I will go make some coffee.”

“We don’t have time!”

“There is always time for coffee,” the mole-rat said as he disappeared down the hall. Niel
agreed with him.

“Dad, how about you wait for the coffee, calm down, then explain what the fuck you’re doing?”

“I’'m saving your life. Ifhe doesn’t have sex with you, you’re going to die, I told you that.”

“But not how that is.”

Instead ofsitting, Stewart paced the length of the room. Petro returned with a tray with a clay
pot, three cups, a container of sugar, and one of cream. Niel hesitated when the mole-rat offered him a
cup, worried it would just go through him like the rest, then accepted it. It was coffee. He could deal
with what came from enjoying it. He took it with his usual two sugars.
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“Now,” Petro said, offering a cup to Stewart, to which he’d already added some cream and
three sugars. The fact he knew exactly how his father liked his coffee made Niel wonder if they were
more than coworkers. That his father had driven them here for help made them friends, at least. “Why
don’t you explain what this is about.”

Stewart took the cup and kept pacing. “Niel’s dying and you have to have sex with him so he
won’t die. I’d do it, but we’re related and... I was warned against it.”

Niel stared at his father. For him to consider them having sex meant he really believed it would
help him, but why would he have been warned against it, and by whom? This felt like more than some
societal taboo.

“Why me?” there was a seriousness in Petro’s tone that told Niel he too had picked up on
Stewart’s desperation.

“You’re the only gay guy I could think of. I’d have taken him to a club, but I doubt anyone
would have been mterested, and it isn’t like I know the kind of scenes where sex with someone sick is
their thing.”

“Stewart, do you hear yourself talk? If Niel is sick, he should be in the hospital.”

“T was,” Niel said, “but the doctor doesn’t know what’s wrong with me.”

“So you’re okay with me having sex with you?”’ Petro asked.

“I’'m gay, if that’s your question. You’re older than I usually go for, though.”

“Niel, this isn’t about what you like; it’s about staying alive,” Stewart exclaimed.

“Who you have sex with is important, Stewart,” Petro said. “You don’t just go grab the first guy
who says yes.”

“You don’t know Limbani,” Niel muttered in his cup.

“Fuck this.” Stewart started undoing his pant. “I don’t care what the consequences are going to
be, I am not going to let my son die.”

“Whoa, Dad! Keep your pants on, please.” Okay, so the stories Roland told him about how
strained Thomas and their father’s relationship had been as they settled in Taiwan weren’t as funny now
that he had his father saying he’d have sex with him.

“Stewart, settle down,” the mole-rat said, standing. “Clearly this is important to you, so I’ll do,
if Niel is willing.”

The relief on his father’s face made Niel agree. He didn’t know how he’d perform m his state,
but once it was done, his father would take him home, and there he’d call Kuno and arrange to be
cured.
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Chapter Eight

#
#
Petro sat Niel on the bed, then closed the door. “T’m not sure how to go about this.”

Niel tilted an ear. ““You don’t know how to have sex?”

The mole-rat rolled his eyes. “I never had a dad ask me to have sex with his kid.”

“I"'mnot a virgin, if that’s what you’re worried about.”

“It had crossed my mind, with Steward’s claims you need sex to live.”

Niel nodded. “That’s...” he wanted to say weird, but while he didn’t see how he could
suddenly get such a condition, he’d been around magic enough in the last two years to not be able to
discount it outright. “If it doesn’t do anything, at least we’re going to have sex. I’'m always game for that,
even if I like to be more active in it normally.”

“I guess we’d better get to it then, before Stewart decided to check in on us.” Petro took off his
shirt.

“God, that would be embarrassing.” Niel undid the buttons, but pulling the shirt off proved to be
more than he could manage in his weakened state. The mole rat took it off him before undoing his pants,
then was getting naked himself.

The two looked each other over. Petro had a paunch, but also muscle under the layer of fat. His
dad often talked about machinery needing to be moved and all the physical work that went into that.
The man before Niel looked like he could do that work. Niel looked at the semi-hard cock and smiled.

“Liking what you see, I guess that’s good.”

He did. The cock was larger than it had been soft, so it would be bigger by the time he was fully
hard. Niel would feel it.

“What about you?”’ Niel spread his arms, and the motion sent him falling back on the bed.

“You’re definitely good-looking; if younger than what I go for. A bit surprised that you’re hard,
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though.”

Niel sighed and didn’t bother trying to sit. “I’ve been popping wood all day. And you’re going
to be the oldest guy I've had sex with.”

“How do you want to do this? I can turn the lights off if that makes you more comfortable.”

“I’'m good. But since I won’t be able to do much more than lie here, on my stomach is probably
the best way to do it.”

Petro turned Niel over, then hesitated before climbing on the bed. He pulled a bottle of lube
from the nightstand, then use a finger to lube and loosened Niel’s ass.

The finger came to a sudden stop. “Shit, I didn’t even ask if you were okay with me putting my
fingers in there.”

“I’'m good, and while I appreciate the thought, lubing me is going to be enough.”

“Okay.” The mole rat climbed over Niel, then was rubbing his cock between the cheeks. He
searched, then Niel’s ass stretched as the cock entered him.

He sighed. “That’s nice.”

Petro pushed and pulled slowly, almost hesitatingly, and Niel moaned, enjoying the way the
cock moved. He did feel it, and the crown had gotten larger and he felt that. He grunted as his prostate
got rubbed. The mole rat chuckled and readjusted so the following thrust targeted fit.

Niel tightened his ass around the cock and the sensation increased. As did Petro’s speed.

“Look,” the man panted, “I don’t have the longest fuse, so—" the rest was strangled by Niel
tightening his ass again. More weight was on Niel’s back as Petro shifted. Then he was fucking him
hard.

Less than a minute later, the mole rat tensed and came. Niel closed his eyes and let out a sigh of
appreciation at the pulsating cock in his ass. Then Petro rolled off.

“Sorry if that didn’t live up to what you kids can do these days.”

Niel chuckled and raised his head. “Don’t apologize, it was nice.”

“Nice, huh? I'll take that.”

“Yes, Nice.” Niel raised himself by putting his arms under him. “Once you’re rested, you can
fuck me again.” He looked at the position he was in.

Petro laughed. “Once I'mrested? You do get that at my age, you’re looking at a couple of
hours before I can get it up again.”

Niel slowly pushed himself to his knees. He still felt hungry, but he had enough energy to move
by himself now. He smiled at the mole-rat who was looking at him, eyes wide.

“In that case, how do you feel about me toping you?”

“Are you going to be able to?”’

Niel considered the man’s extra mass and how he felt. “Maybe on your stomach. I don’t know
if I could support your legs.” He looked for the lube. “Do you need me to loosen you?”

“Yeah, it’s been a while.”

Niel went slow as he pushed a slick finger mto Petro’s ass, then two. By the time he had a third
one in, the man was moaning loudly in a pillow. Niel positioned himself and pushed his cock in. He
mimicked what had been done to him, using quick thrusts to push ever deeper, but he didn’t manage to
snag the prostate. Once he bottomed, Niel moved to slow and long thrust out and in. And the mole-rat
was vocal in his appreciation of the technique.
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Niel picked up speed, trying to outrun the exhaustion he could feel returning. It would suck to
be too tired to be able to cum.

The ass tightened on his cock and Niel grunted, then shoved hard before cumming.

“Fuck.” He panted, supporting his weight with his arms.

“Glad that worked on you too.”

Niel chuckled. He pulled out and rested on his knees. He considered lying down when he
noticed he was still hard and that he wasn’t as tired, or felt as hungry.

“Do you mind if T fuck you again?”

Petro looked over his shoulder. “You’re still hard? Fuck, I miss being a kid. Go right ahead.”
He put his head back on the pillow and Niel went ahead.

sk sk sk ok ok

And ahead, and ahead.

Petro stopped him after the sixth time because his ass was raw, and by then, Niel felt like his old
self. He rolled on his back and grinned. “You rested enough to fuck me?”

“Do you ever get enough?”

Niel yawned. “Sometimes.” He closed his eyes. “But I can go for...”
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Niel woke up in an empty bed, and it took him a few seconds to remember why he was in such
a large bed, instead of the one in his dorm. He sat and stretched, going over how he felt. He was sore,
sticky, but otherwise, he was fine. No longer famished, not weak. He stood, walked around the bed.
He was the only one in the room, and it had an attached bathroom. He thought about a long shower, but
he could just make out conversation through the closed door.

He settled on relieving himself. A shower could wait until after he had answers.

Niel approached the living room in a stretching silence.

“How about you stop beating around the bush, Stewart, and explain to me how that’s even
possible? Your kid was at death’s door, then he was going at it like he was some perpetual motion
machine. I don’t think he’d have stopped if I hadn’t stopped him. And that’s the only time when it
caught up to him and fell asleep mid-sentence.”

“Petro, I don’t know that you’ll believe it, and Niel should be here for that.”

Niel knocked on the wall to announce his arrival before entering. “I’m here, and I’d like to
know.” His father looked like he’d protest, so Niel dropped in a seat.

With a sigh, the raccoon slumped. “Alright. I guess it’s obvious you need sex to live now.”

Niel nodded. “The how would be mteresting to know.”

Steward ran a hand over his face. “Okay, I don’t know the details. My grandfather told me
enough I’d understand, but I didn’t really believe more of it myself. I mean. The fact he didn’t look any
different when I saw him twenty years apart lend credence to his story, but... Okay. So, there’s always
been stories floating around my grandfather. Supposedly he was part of an expedition to Antarctica
during World War Two, depending on who’s telling it, He was part of a US group dedicated to
countering Hitler’s quest for mystical artifacts, or it was a spy on the trail of a Nazi ring either after a
secret there or looking to hide something, or it was just an archaeological expedition. Jarod’s never
confirmed any of them, and until now, I’'m not sure I took it seriously that he was that old.”

Stewart took out his wallet and turned it in his hand. “Things there turned bad. Either because



/ COINCIDENCE / 40

ofthe weather, or some secret weapon, betrayal, you name it, a story supports it. But they end up
stranded, needing shelter and only a few of them make it to some sort of ruin. They were protected
from the worst of the elements, but still starving to death. Then something appeared before them.”

“Something?”’ Niel asked, trying to hide his trepidation. In the memories the bat had fabricated
for him, where he was good friends with the guys at the frat, Chima had told him a story about how the
Society had formed. Niel was such a friend, after all, that kind of discussion was normal. It had involved
some underground cave, old stones, and a being appearing before the men assembled there. A god who
would become theirs.

“He, the stories always agree on that, whatever he was, he was a male. I don’t think I need to
explain why they said that, right?”” Stewart looked at his son, but it was Petro who chuckled.

“Is this going to get pornographic?”’

“No. And if' it did, I wouldn’t talk about it. That being, according to the stories, offered to save
the men there.”

“The men?” Niel asked, his worry climbing,

“Yeah. That’s what the stories say, anyway. The way they were going to survive was that they’d
live not off food, but sex. This last part, Jarod told me himself, it’s not in any of the stories. Which I
guess should have been a clue they were true in some way. But that gift would be passed down the
bloodline, and it would be activated if a son has sex with his father.”

Niel swallowed. That was way too much like—

Petro burst out laughing. “You mean, that guy is your kid’s biological father?”

Niel looked at the mole-rat. What was he talking about? Stewart’s ears were folded back and
he couldn’t look at Niel.

The silence stretched.

“Shit,” Petro mumbled. “I’m sorry Steward, I thought he knew.”

“Knew what?”

The mole rat stood. “T’m going to... I need a shower so I'm going to leave you two alone.”

“What is he talking about, Dad?”

“It’s complicated,” Stewart mumbled.

“Speak up and uncomplicate it for me, because it sounded a lot like he said you aren’t my dad.”

“I am your father, Niel. I changed your diapers; I wiped your ass and your nose. I help you
when your mom didn’t come back from the hospital. Make no mistake, I am your father. It’s just
that...”

“Yes?”

“Me and your mom tried for years, before you, to have kids.”

“I know that. You’d given hope of having a son by the time I came about.”

“We went to doctors, trying to get help.”

“Dad,” Niel said through clenched teeth.

“I’m mfertile, Niel.”

“I don’t understand.”

Stewart let out a breath. “The reason we’d given up hope was that there was no hope to be
had. I can’t father a child.”
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“But I'm here.” Niel swallowed. “I... not your son.”

“You are my son,” Stewart repeated with vigor. “Where your DNA came from is irrelevant.”

“Are you kidding? That’s what makes me who [ am.”

“No, Niel. That just determines part of what you look like, and that’s as close to me as I could
manage. Who you are, that’s from what you lived, how you were raised. And that [ was a part of, not
Jarod.”

“So you fall on the nurture part of the equation?”” How could his father have kept this from him?
Not his father, that man. “Who’s this Jarod?”

Stewart pulled a picture from his wallet and handed it to Niel.

“Really? What is this, pre-digital?”

“Jarod likes his old things.” (I"'m going with that as the excuse Jarod tells anyone for why there is
so little information about him online. The reality is that he’s doing all he can so the others can’t track
him down digitally)

The picture was of two raccoons i a living room. Niel didn’t recognize it, but he could see the
family resemblance. The older raccoon, who had to be in his late twenties, or early thirties, was an
almost copy of his father. The one in his early twenties didn’t look familiar.

“Who’s the young one?”’

“That’s Jarod. I’m standing next to him.”

Niel’s head snapped up. “You said Jarod was your grandfather.”

Stewart nodded. “As part of the deal he and the others in the story made, something was done
to them. Jarod stopped aging.”

Niel studied the picture again. “Okay, well, I didn’t have sex with this guy, so whatever’s going
on, I think you can consider those stories not to be true.”

“Are you one hundred percent sure?” There was hope and dread in his father’s voice.

“Of course I’'m sure. It isn’t like I throw myself at orgies all the — oh fuck.”

“What?”

Niel took his phone out.

Well, he had told those guys that if he ever had something weird happen to him because of sex,
he would go to them for help instead of running off.

#
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Chapter Nine

Niel looked out the window as they entered Frat Row, ignoring the looks his father sent him. He parked
i front of Sigma Theta Gamma, and Niel was out before the engine was turned off. He didn’t run. He
just wanted space the car hadn’t provided. He buzzed the door, and Stewart joined him before it was
answered.

The elephant looked at them. “Yes?”

“Hey, Gagan. Is Kuno around?” He fought the urge to just barge in. He should have texted, let
the margay know he was coming, at least.

“I don’t know.” The elephant looked at Niel’s father. “I think he’s with someone. Come in,
before one of the seniors accuses me of not being a good representation on the frat and decides to
punish me.”

“The cage?”

Gagan stared at him, first in confusion, then horror. Right. That hadn’t been used since the bat,
even in jest. “Can I tell him what this is about?” he asked once he closed the door.

Niel sighed. “Remember when I told your guys that if I somehow ended up with some strange
magic-related condition, I’d come to see you instead of running off?”

Stewart coughed.

“Yeah,” Gagan said hesitatingly, glancing at the older raccoon. ‘“That was part of the joke.”

“I wish,” Niel muttered, then sighed again. “Turns out I’ve developed a case of needing sex to
stay alive, and that [ probably caught it during the party, so I’'m really hoping you kept a list of all the
guys who attended.”

Glass shattering on the floor cut off Gagan’s reply. Niel stepped around the elephant to look at
the living room’s doorway. Olavo was the only one there, holding a glass with a finger of amber liquid in
one hand, the remnant of a decanter at his feet, with liquid splashed all the way top the foot of the
couch. The look of horror on the capybara’s face gave Niel pause.
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“Are you okay?” he asked lamely.

Olavo shook his head. “I think my father’s going to kill me.”
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Olavo closed the door to the study, cutting off Gagan’s complaining about cleaning up someone
else’s mess, and leaned against it. He was muttering in Spanish under his breath. Then he was reaching
mnto his pants, giving it a few strokes, which caused Stewart to gape, then he was tracing symbols on the
door.

“Why didn’t you ever mention you were part of the Survivors? (I think that’s what you called
the Antarctica group)”

“They have a name?”’ Niel asked. “Wait, you know about that? That made it safe to talk, right?”
Niel paused. “Why are you keeping this conversation from the others?”

Olavo looked from one to the other. “Alright. I need to know a few things before I can get into
anything else. One, why didn’t you tell us?”

“I didn’t know.”

The capybara looked at Stewart with incredulity. ““You didn’t tell him?”

Stewart seemed unable to decide if he should be annoyed at the tone or embarrassed at
something. “T don’t really know anything either,” he finally admitted.

“How can you not? You’re his father, you know how this works.”

“He 1sn’t,” Niel said flatly.

Olavo stared at him. He pulled a chair and dropped into it. “Okay, I need a lot more information
then. Do you know who your biological father is?”

“My great grandfather,” Niel answered when Stewart didn’t.

“We wanted to make sure he was genetically part of my family,” the older raccoon said
defensively. “Niel is my son.”

“And you haven’t been educated on how any of this works?”

Stewart shook his head. “The only thing Jarod told me was that if Niel had sex with his father,
his condition would become active.”

“That’s why I need the list of who was at the party. I don’t remember a raccoon in his twenties,
but there were a lot of guys, and the whole night kind of turned into a blur.”

“He told you it would only happen if Niel had sex with his father?”

Stewart nodded. “I’m not into that stuff, so it wasn’t like that was a problem. Oh, and Jarod
basically vanished again after that. I do have a number where I can leave messages, and I have, but my
understanding is that he needs to go there physically or call in to get them. Jarod isn’t big on
technology.”

“That isn’t how it works,” Olavo said. “All it takes is a man from that bloodline who is initiated.”

“So it didn’t have to be a raccoon?”

The capybara shook his head.

“Do you know who it is?”

Olavo hesitated. “I think I do. But since you don’t know anything about them, I think it’s best if
I give you a rundown. First thing, they don’t advertise. The compact they made with Him works
differently, so they never felt the need to incorporate within the Society. Do you know about
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Antarctica?”

“The stories I’ve been told mentioned Jarod going there,” Stewart said. “The why is nebulous,
and the what happened there even more so.”

“It was an archaeological expedition. I don’t know those details because they’ve never been of
mterest. They were caught in a storm. Most of them died. Five survived and made it into a cavern.”

“Some sort of ancient site,” Stewart provided.

Olavo considered it, then shrugged. “A stone block and six pillars. To a certain Society, that
would be a holy site, so yes. To the rest, to them. It was barely a place to get out of the elements. That’s
where He appeared to them. They made a pact, gained abilities. With them, and a lot of luck made it off
that continent and ended up in Argentina, where my family helped them. That’s why I know about them.
That and because one of them was a capybara, he became really close to my family.”

“You guys had sex,” Niel provided. “Come on, I know how that part works.”

“And children. If it was on purpose or not, I don’t know, but our bloodlines mixed heavily. My
mother’s a Cuevet.”

“Wait. How can your mother be related to them? Don’t you only have boys?”

“That’s one of the reasons why they never mtegrated within the Society. Very few of them are
okay with how we live. You need to remember that the Society predates a lot of what you’d call societal
structures. We made our pact with Him in ancient times. Back then, boys were considered men a whole
lot sooner than we do now, so it was never questioned that they’d have sex with whom we consider a
boy now, was part of it. It’s remained because it’s part of who we are, what our rituals are.”

“Are you saying you—"

“Yes, they do, Dad.” Niel was literally of two opinions about it, due to that bat. On one side, he
thought it aberrant that grown men had sex with boys, even as part of a ritual, but on the other, he had a
set of memories where that was acceptable since there was a god involved m it. It wasn’t about men
taking advantage of’kids. It was about bringing them into the fold, ensuring they had power. Fuck, that
first time pretty much ensured they never got sick.

Niel could see why those rituals would remain as they’d always been.

“The Survivors were born in the mid to late nineteenth century. The idea of having sex with a
child was repugnant to them, enough they would have rather died than agree to it, and for some reason,
He was okay with it, and with them siring children like anyone else. Not just boys. But only the boys
can be mitiated, even if the bloodline will be passed along with the women.” Olavo rubbed his temple.
“We have people trying to figure out why He’d agree to something like that when He wasn’t starving,
He’s a god, so He has his reasons, but they are a mystery to us.”

“T guess it isn’t only God who works in mysterious ways,” Stewart said with a chuckle Olavo
didn’t share and Niel didn’t feel like indulging.

“But that is why, if I’"d known you were part of one of the Survivor’s lines, you and I wouldn’t
have had sex after your eighteenth birthday.”

“So before that it was fine?”’ Niel asked,

“Clearly,” the capybara replied.

“And this is because we had sex at the party?” Niel remembered that, clearly, and he didn’t
regret it.

Olavo nodded. “This frat has to be cursed.”
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“Nothing you need to know,” Niel told his father.

The capybara took out his phone. He let out a breath. “I need to call my father.”

“Aren’t you worried he’s going to kill you?”’

Olavo let out a mirthless laugh. “Oh, he will. But if he finds out what I did from someone in the
frat talking to their father, he isn’t going to just kill me. He’s going to make sure I have a couple of years
without sex before he does it. While I’'m signing my death contract, you should talk with Kuno, Niel. It’s
his family’s city. They need to make sure there’s nothing in the medical record that’s going to raise
questions.”

“Like blood work showing my body isn’t absorbing any nutrients?”

The capybara sight. “Exactly. And don’t worry about what you tell him. He’s going to find out
soon that you do or not.”

Niel nodded and opened the door to Olavo speaking Spanish. He wasn’t surprised to see the
assembled men in front of the door and pushed his way through them, wishing Kuno was one of them.

“So,” Limbani said, all smiles, “are you feeling peckish? Maybe I can interest you in some South
African sausage?”” He started unbuttoning the tail strap and Stewart cleared his throat. The money
looked him up and down, licked his lips. “Are you hungry too? It runs in the family, right?”

“No, he’s not hungry,” Niel sighed. “Neither am I. Keep your pants on, Lim. And no, I don’t
care what you say. I have more important things to do than have sex right now.”

“I thought you needed it to live,” Limbani replied, pouting,

“What?” Gangan said at the glare Niel gave him. “You announced it in the hall. That isn’t the
actions of someone who wants it kept secret.”

Niel sighed. He had a point. “Look. I have things to deal with. Once that’s done. You guys and
form a line to fuck me.”

“Niel,” his father warned.

“My life, Dad. I’ll fucking sleep with who I want.” He pushed his way through the other and
went up the stairs. He knocked on the door and entered. The margay looked up at him from the end of
the bed, legs over a horse’s shoulders and a blissed-out expression on his face. Which vanished the
second their eyes met.

“Bert,” he said somberly. “We’re going to have to finish this later.”

“I’'m almost...” Bert panted.

“Later. Don’t make me freeze it off.”

“If it helps,” Niel said. “There are halfa dozen guys down the stairs who’ll be happy to let you
finish with them. And I’m sorry for getting in the way.”

“You wouldn’t look like that if it wasn’t serious. I’ll make it up to you, Bert.”

The horse gathered his clothes and exited, nearly bowling Stewart over. Niel considered
slamming the door in his father’s face. Instead, it motioned for him to enter, then closed it.

“What’s wrong?”

“I"'m magical too, and I was in the hospital where they have my blood and have run tests that
aren’t going to make a lick of sense to anyone. Olavo suggested having your family make sure nothing
came of that.”

“You’re magical?” the margay asked in disbelief

“Yep.”
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“As in one of us? Please tell me we didn’t cause this.”

“It’s not another Thomas,” Niel said. “And I didn’t catch everything Olavo said, but yeah, it’s
relating to the Society.”

“How?”

“His grandfather, my actual father, is to blame.” Niel heard his father’s shuffling.

“Okay, 'l see it’s done, but I’'m going to have to explain why.”

Niel gave Kuno the quick rundown of what had happened to him, making sure to send a glare
his father’s way anytime he mentioned Jarod. Once he was done, Kuno was on the phone, speaking
quietly, and he opened the door to leave and Olavo was about to knock.

“I"'m not going to die,” the capybara said, “so long as you’re willing to fly to Argentina with me
tomorrow after class.
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Chapter Ten

Niel untangled himself from Olavo, surprised at how awake he felt. He knew how the
phrase they used during the orgies work, converting all that sexual energy into actual energy,
but he hadn’t expected his first attempt at using it to be this successful.

Limbani had been who showed it to him giving Olavo a raspberry when the capybara had said
they had more important things to do than that. How Limbani had talked himself onto the jet, Niel still
wasn’t sure. Olavo had picked him up form his dorm and the monkey had been unhappily waiting on the
tarmac at the bottom of the stairs leading into the plane. Something about servants not knowing his place
when he pointed to the capybara in the captain’s uniform.

It turned out Aquilino was a cousin, not a servant. Also a really good fuck.

Olavo had tried to talk Limbani into returning to the frat, to which the monkey had given the
widest grin which had caused Olavo to push him up the stairs. An out of sight Limbani was asking to
find out he’d caused trouble. The kind that got the head of the Frathouse to go in front of the dean and
explain why the men on the swim team had found themselves suffering from exhaustion after a visit at the
frat.

Niel stepped into the large shower room and a hand stopped him from closing the door.

“T will help you wash your back,”Aquilino said with that cute Spanish accent

Niel smirked. “Really. My back? Washing?”” He looked at the big, hard, cock. “That’s what you
say you're going to do?

The capybara returned the smirk. “This comes first, the washing is after. And before that, Olavo
mentioned you should practice the frase he taught you.”

“I practiced the one Limbani showed me.”

Aquilino shook his head. “You write it,” he tapped the door, “then I fuck you until you are
screaming.”

Niel stroked the capybara’s cock to get precum, then he was tracing symbols on the door. Sigils
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and connectors. Unlike Limbani, who’d showed him how to trace the ones for the orgy phrase, Olavo
had explained why each symbol went where it did, then had him trace them on the tabletop’s display
until he was satisfied with the result. What he hadn’t explained was why he had taught him what
amounted to a cone of silence.

Unless it was because he knew this would happen.

The thing Olavo had impressed on him was that he needed to write the sigils first, the five of
them as if they were at the points of a pentagram. The positioning didn’t have to be exact, but the more
precise he managed, the more sound-tight the end result would be. One of the sigils represented air, the
other Olavo had explained as ‘conversation’, implying it wasn’t exact. There was one for containing,
one for wall, and one that could take a variety of sigils and that would fine tune the insulation. The one
Olavo had him learn for that position was a general one for sounds. Then the connectors between them,
and the ones linking each along the imaginary pentagram lines.

The finished product, if down properly, would keep anyone from hearing what took place within
the confines. Using precum, it would last an couple of hours at most.

“That is adequate,” Aquilino whispered in his ear, pressing against his back, the cock pushing his
ass cheeks apart.

That part wasn’t needed, but it was appreciated. Inanimate objects didn’t have the natural
resistance to magic people had. Even none magical people had some resistance. It wasn’t much, but
enough to keep small incidental magic from affecting them unless that was the intent.

In the case of Society magic, horniness was the catalyst. The person performing the magic on
someone could send their sexual energy into the phrase to activate it, of bypass the natural resistance by
making the subject horny and powering it themselves.

It was why a French kiss and a grope was part of the welcoming to any of the Frat’s party. It
activated the orgy phrase that was the mark used to confirm someone was there officially. Kuno had
explained all of that years ago, not long after they’d first met. It had marked the start of their friendship.

Or at least it was one of the memories the bat had given him. It was the one Niel chose to
accept as true, and Kuno did too.

Niel tried to move, but Aquilino held him in place, the cock slicking the valley with precum.

“If you shove me against the door and I smear the phrase—" it was so odd to put the emphasis
on the word now “—they’re going to hear me all the way to however far below us people are right
now.”

“We should test that.” The capybara reached for the phrase, but Niel stopped him.

“Do you really want to wake Limbani?”

The capybara chuckled. “He will forgive me eventually. But for now, you are the only one I
make scream.” He moved Niel next to the door and used the opportunity to adjust his cock so that
when he pushed, it went in.

Niel groaned at being stretched, then as how long the capybara was. He wasn’t Chima big—
who was—but fuck was it good.

Niel was panting within halfa dozen thrust, and leaking profusely, his cock jumping each time
the cock his in his ass pressed agamst his prostate.

“You enjoy that, do you not?”” Aquilino whispered and Niel moaned as the slow pull. Fuck, he
might cum just from being fucked. That took skill. “Have I fucked English out of you? Maybe I will fuck
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you my language?” he pushed in. “Spanish is the language of lovers, after all.”

“Fuckers,” Niel managed to say, then was moaning too loudly for works.

“What are lovers, but fuckers who know each other so very well?”” Aquilino picked up speed
and Niel went from moaning to groaning. Fuck, he could feel his cock getting harder. If he wasn’t sure
he’d cum from the cock in his ass any moment, he’d be pumping it, because he had to.

“Yes, I can feel it coming in the way your ass is tightening. Are you ready to scream?”’

Niel wanted to laugh, like he’d have any choice. Aquilino’s power was to mtensify sensations,
but it went beyond that of touch, or scents and dipped into emotions too. He could ramp up what
someone felt and—

The world exploded with his orgasm. He was barely conscious of the scream that escaped his
muzzle due to the intensity of the pleasure that defined him. He was coating the wall, all the wall, the
entire jet, the whole worlds. That was how much pleasure there was, he might outshine the sun right
now.

Then he was panting and Aquilino held him up. “That is beauty,” he whispered.

Fuck, Niel had thought that what the capybara had caused while he was sandwich between
Olavo and Limbani had been strong, but it had been a delightful summer rain I comparison.

“Someone could get addicted to that.”

“Some have,” Aquilino replies sadly. “It is why I am careful with who I share this with.”

Talk about making a guy feel special.

The capybara pulled out, and the loss felt enormous.

“I have fucked you, now I will wash you.” He picked the raccoon up and carried him into the
large shower.
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The landing was uneventful, due mainly to the fact that Limbani was force to sit and have his
seat belt on and that Olavo had seated him out of reach of either him or Niel, so all the monkey could
do was pout and waggle his cock nvitingly. Then they dressed and exited the jet.

Any hope clothing would be enough to keep Limbani off him so Olavo could explain what Niel
should expect was dashed once the door to the limousine closed and the monkey was on him, reaching
back to undo the tail strap. Then the pants were off; the legs in the air and a cock in his ass.

Olavo just chuckles when Niel sent a pleading look his way.
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Olavo pulled Niel out of the limousine so fast, he wasn’t able to put his pants on. Limbani
hurried to exit, but, fortunately for them, the driver exited the car at the same time and the monkey took
one look at him and they were both back in the back ofthe limousine.

Niel hurried to put his pants on once they were inside, to the amusement of the two men
watching him. One he recognized as Ezequiel, Olavo’s father, from the pictures on the capybara’s side
table.

“I believe that is called a wardrobe malfunction in the United States?”’ the other man said,
chuckling.

“No, we call it an Adesida intervention,” Niel replied, snapping the tail strap in place. “Sirs.”
Niel almost offered his hand, then settled for nodding.

“Mister Leslie, I am Ezequiel Medeiros, I welcome you to my home. This is Hilario Cuevas. He
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is who as asked to see you. If you will accompany us, we can talk. Olavo, you will not be needed for
it.”

“Father, Niel is my friend and I am the one who brought him into the fold. He is my
responsibility until all this is settled.”

Hilario spoke in Spanish, which lead to a quick conversation between the three of them, that
concluded with Olavo accompanying them to a study much different from the one at the frat. Where that
one had a sense of utility about it. This one was about luxury. The desk was made ofa dark wood
polished to a shine. The shelves were filled with books. The places where the walls were exposed had a
wallpaper that seemed to be made of textured velvet.

The one thing missing, Niel was pleased to see was a bed. He expected the sex to happen, but
he wanted to know what was going on first.

Hilario took one of'the seat and Olavo guided Niel to a set opposite the... was he also an
elder? Niel knew the nomenclature within the Society, but the Survivors weren’t really part of them, so
did they go by different titles?

Ezequiel returned from the liquor cabinet and handed a crystal glass to Olavo, then Niel, who
accepted it reflexively then started to object when he realized it was alcohol, but Olavo shook his head.

“Is there a problem?” Ezequiel asked after handing a glass to Hilario and taking his own seat.

“I’'m not of drinking age.”

The capybara smiled. “Ah, yes, Americans and their rules. You should start getting used to
remembering that you are no longer one of them.”

“It is early to make that claim,” Hilario said, studying Niel. “We only have his claim, that is one
ofus.”

Niel opened his mouth to protest that he wasn’t claiming anything, but Olavo spoke.

“Is this what this is about, father? Have I been away too long? Is my word no longer enough.”

“I mean no disrespect, young Medeiros, but to be one ofus is not as simple a thing as to be one
of you.”

Niel looked from one to the other trying to understand what was going on. He’d expected a
friendly conversation, getting some answers, sex. This was starting to feel like it was more serious. He
sipped the glass he held and choked on the burn. How did anyone drink this stuff?

“With all do respect to you, Patriarch Cuevas,” Olavo replied brusquely once Niel stopped
chocking, “Niel nearly died of starvation because he went two days without sex. The instant he did have
some, he felt better.”

“Do you have any evidence of this?”

“Look, he can write and power frase, that proves a connection to Him.”

“True, but that simply means he is one of you. This is to determine that he is one of ours.”

“I’'m not starving myself,” Niel said. “Although I guess I can go without food for a while if that’s
going to convince you.”

“I don’t believe you can afford to be away from your studies for the weeks it will take for
Hilario to be satisfied that way.” Ezequiel had a small smile that made Niel think he was sitting in the
middle of more than just his situation.

“Look, by now the Richards should have Niel’s medical records, I’ll contact Kuno and have
them sent to my phone. Niel already said the initial test showed his body wasn’t absorbing any nutrients.
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Hilario waved the comment aside. “Document mean nothing. Just electricity on the wind. I will
not—"

“Okay, can we have a timeout here?” Niel asked. “I have no idea what the problem seemed to
be. Honestly, if you don’t want me to be part of whatever you are, I’'m fine with it. I have my own live n
Minneapolis, now that I know what my condition is, I can manage it. Pretty easily too. The reason I
accepted to come here, is because I was led to believe you’d know about the other families like you. Is
that true?”

The capybara took his time answering. “Yes, I know them. But do not understand why—"

“I need to know where my father is.”

“I'm sorry,” Ezequiel said, “but wouldn’t he be back in Minneapolis?”’

“Not him,” Niel snapped. “My biological father. Jarod Irvine. My dad hasn’t been able to reach
him and he has some explaining to—"

Hilario was on his feet, speaking angrily in Spanish. The only word Niel made out was Jarod.
Olavo was looking at him in dismay while Ezequiel tried to calm the patriarch down. He gave a nod
toward the door and Olavo pulled Niel out.

“What’s going on?”

“You didn’t tell me Jarod was your father.”

“I thought you didn’t know much about the other families.”

“I don’t, but I know that name. Fuck.”

“What? Olavo, what is the big deal?”

“You just claimed to the Jarod Irvine’s son.”

“That’s who my dad said is my biological father.”

“And that makes you the Irvine Patriarch’s son.”

“Wait, what?”

“Yeah.”

“I didn’t know”

“Yeah, well, you’ve just about made yourself the most important Irvine beside him.”

“That doesn’t make any sense. Fine, I’'m some Patriarch’s son, he’s got to have others. And it
isn’t like I’'m looking to take over or something.”

“You don’t get it.”

“No duh, sherlock.”

“You aren’t just the son of a Patriarch. Your the son of THE patriarch. Jarod isn’t a descendant
from those who came back from Antarctica. He’s the original one.”

“How is that possible?”

“That I don’t know.” Olavo motioned an attractive panther over and spoke to him in Spanish. “I
need to get back in there is only to find out more about your father, so Conrado will take you to a room.
He doesn’t speak English, but he’s part of my family’s household. So if you want sex, he’ll be willing. I
have no idea how long this is going to take, so just enjoy yourselfuntil I find you again. Okay?”

The capybara didn’t wait for Niel to answer. The volume for the seconds the door was opened
showed the tempers had not settled. The panther took Niel arms and smiled, then led him to a bedroom
out of a five star hotel with very attentive and skilled staff.
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Chapter Eleven

Niel swiped through the images on his phone. A lot were of him playing football, from throwing a ball
with his dad to middle-grade games to high school. Touch football with Roland and father and brother
on thanksgiving, something an uncle or two would join in. These were all from after his mother died. The
Hertz had rallied around him and his dad then. They’d been friends before, being neighbors, but the
support they’d provided had brought the two families closer.

He paused on a picture of him and his dad, him with an arm around Niel’s neck and giving him a
mock noogie. He didn’t remember when the picture had been taken—a thanksgiving—but he
remembered feeling so close to him at that moment.

Now it felt like a lie. A man trying to impress himself on an impressionable kid.

He rested his head against the headboard. The panther had left once they were done fucking,
and Niel had taken a nap and had considered calling his dad to let him know... something about how
things were, or weren’t, progressing. He didn’t even know that.

And he’d found himself wondering why he even wanted to talk to him. It wasn’t like his dad had
cared enough to tell him the truth, and because of that, Niel had no idea who his father was. Had his
dad felt threatened? Was that why he’d hidden the truth? If not for his condition, would he had ever told
Niel the truth?

Maybe letting the panther go had been a mistake. Niel could use someone to distract him from
his problems. Maybe he should call Limbani. At least with the monkey, there were no secrets. He was
unabashedly open about what mattered to him. If nothing else, for that, Niel was glad the monkey had
talked his way onto the trip. He hadn’t had time to wallow with him around.

A knock came as Niel pulled the number up. He chuckled. Of course, the monkey would be
here before Niel called. He was a precog, after all. He opened the door and his greeting died in his
muzzle as a capybara smiled at him.

He was in his late teens, Niel guessed, dressed in loose cotton pants and shirt a lot of the people
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on the estate wore. He didn’t think he’d seen him before.

“Hi?” Niel said.

“Hello, I am Dario.” He straightened. “I am here to see the son of Jarod.”

Niel stared at the capybara, wondering how he was supposed to respond to such a statement.
“Why?” he blurted out.

The question seemed to confuse Dario. Maybe it was a language issue?

“I want to know who you are, not listen to the stories that are told about you.”

Stories? It had been what, a couple of hours since he’d learned his father was important to
some people and stories were already circulating? Well, he’d give Dario this, his attention hadn’t once
dropped to Niel’s exposed crotch, so he motioned him in.

“I don’t know what they’re saying about me, but I’m just this ordinary raccoon. There’s nothing
special about me.”

“You are an Irvine,” Dario stated, as if that fact alone was enough to elevate Niel to some
special status.

“I’'m a Leslie, technically.” Was he? With Jarod being his father, maybe he should go by Irvine?
No. His driver’s license had him as Leslie. And did he want some stranger’s name, even if he was his
father?

This was why he should have known about him. He should have had time to figure out how he
felt, not have that dumped on him because he’d had sex with Olavo.

Dario looked at him expectantly.

“Sorry, got overwhelmed by the situation momentarily. I missed what you said.”

“Leslie is your name, but your blood is Irvine.”

“Sure, but I’'m not the only one. Jarod’s got to have had more kids. I mean, my dad’s his
grandson, so that shows there are more.” Dario sat on the bed, and instead of staying by the door, Niel
joined him.

“There are many children, that is true. But there is only one Irvine, two now.”

“How is that possible? If he’s like the rest of you, Jarod’s not a monk. So he’s had his fair share
of'sex.”

The capybara nodded and looked at Niel’s cock. “Yes, we all like sex. But we are not like the
Society. We are more Bi than Gay, and our children can be women. The stories say Jarod does not
have many lovers who are men. He has some, so he can live, but no more. And the stories say that all
of Jarod’s children are women.”

“Really? How can that be? I mean, just on a statistical level, half his kids should be guys. I mean
Iama guy.”

“Most definitely, you are.” The capybara grinned. “I do not know why it is so. The stories do
now say. Maybe He does not want so many men who never die that He made it so Jarod has only
women.”

What gods did went so over his head, Neil changed the subject in the most drastic way he
could think of. “What power do you have?”

“Tama Cuevet.”

“I figured that part, but 'm wondering what’s your power. I mean, you are over eighteen, right?
You’ve gone through your Ceremony of Dominance.”
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“Ah, no, no. That is something the Society does. We do not.” Dario considered something,
“Some do, but it is not because He had told us to.” He grinned. “Sex is fun.”

Niel chuckled. “Then how does it work?”

“Tama Cuevet.” He seemed puzzled by Niel’s incomprehension. “For us, all the family is the
same. I can not be hurt.”

“So you don’t feel pain? No one in your family does?”

“I do not feel pain, I do not bleed. I do not get hurt.”

Niel put that together. “You’re what, indestructible?”” And he realized the capybara might not
have meant his family specifically when he said they were the same. “Are you saying I can’t be killed?”

Either the change was too drastic or now there was a language issue. Niel opened his mouth to
explain what he meant, but Dario spoke.

“No, I do not explain it well. Jarod does not grow old. You do not either.”

“I’'m going to be a teenager my entire life?”

“Yes.”

“Well, that sucks.”

Dario smiled. “I will be honored.”

Niel started to protest, then reconsidered. Why not? He’d already had enough stuff to think
about. “Out of those pants. I’'m not letting you suck me off without returning the favor.”

Dario was out of them before Niel was stretched on the bed. Then they both had the other’s
cock i his mouth. Dario was a little above average but thicker and with large balls. Trying to get both
of them in his mouth was a challenge. But by the sounds the capybara made, he enjoyed the attempt.
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The door burst open as Niel was groping Dario. After sucking each other off; there had been
solid fucking, and then, instead of leaving, the capybara had snuggled and they’d napped. Niel had just
woken and had wanted that cock in him again.

“Up!” Limbani ordered. “Up, now!”

The fact the monkey was dressed gave Niel pause, and before he got over that, Limbani was
throwing clothing at him. Okay, something had to be wrong with the world if the monkey wanted him
dressed.

L

“Get dressed. We need to get ready. Being on time is going to take a lot of work.”

“What are you talking about?”

Dario said something in Spanish and pulled the pillow over his head.

“You heard him,” Niel said. “Get out and let us fuck.”

“That isn’t what he said,” Limbani replied.

Why had it never come up he knew Spanish?

“Fine, it’s what I’'m saying,”

Limbani stared at him, got that far away look he did when he looked into the future, then looked
stunned. “Imagine that. You can actually change the future. Okay, looks like you aren’t at Roland’s post-
ceremony party after all.”

“Fuck that.” Niel was out of bed and dressed before he noticed the smirk on the monkey’s
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face. “The future didn’t change, did it?”

“Of course not. I see it and it happens. Now come on. There’s a battle ahead of'us.”
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“You’re going to have to repeat that,” Niel said over the Spanish being screamed by the
capybara, who looked like he was ready to strangle the monkey, not that Limbani looked worried.

“Father,” Olavo tried to calm his father down. “Please calm down. He saw me being here now,
therefore it is happening.”

“It’s best I wait until Olavo’s done,” Thomas said, while the elder replied in Spanish, “since he
needs to hear this too.”

“I know, father, precognition is not infallible, but Limbani still depends on it.”” Far too much, Niel
thought, based on the amount of complaining he heard anytime the monkey pulled one ofhis ‘I’ve seen
it, so it’s going to happen’ act. The really annoying thing, as far as the raccoon was concerned, was just
how often the monkey was ultimately right. It would be nice for someone to manage to bring him down
a peg once in a while.

Limbani put his phone in Olavo’s hand, causing both capybaras to stare at it. It rang as they
looked to restart their argument.

“It’s for you,” the monkey said. “You really want to take this call,” he added when Olavo tried
to hand it back.

He answered.

“Where the fuck are you?” Niel heard someone yell in the distance in his ear.

“Thomas?” Olavo asked.

On the phone, in Niel’s ear, Thomas sighed, and then came a muffled: “I told you I was calling
them.”

“I"'m not hearing you ask them what’s going on! Felix nearly died because Olavo wasn’t where
he was supposed to be,” Firmin answered i the distance, sounding exactly like Thomas.

Olavo looked at Niel, ear tilted.

“I have Thomas,” he replied. “You have Firmin.”

“What happened to Felix?”” Olavo demanded.

“Hang up!” his Thomas ordered. “We don’t need you screaming at them!”

Olavo looked at his phone in surprise.

“Put me on speaking, Niel.”

“We kind of have a situation here,” the raccoon replied, looking at the capybara elder. Niel
didn’t think there was anything they could say to assuage Olavo’s father. Niel could understand him.
Limbani had barged in on the two of them having sex, and within the Society, that was sort of special.
Not to say that the last time the two had been together would be before the start of the semester.

Olavo looked at his father and spoke in Spanish. Niel made out Felix’s name, as well as Firmin.
That and what he couldn’t understand was enough to placate the elder, although the tone of the reply
made it clear they weren’t done. He left, taking the entourage of family members and household staff
with him.

Niel put Thomas on speaker when Olavo motioned for him to do so. “What happened?” the
capybara asked.

“Me and Firmin have been collecting the boys for my brother’s ceremony, and when we got to
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Felix’s, we were jumped by a bunch of Lewistons. We got out, but Felix got hurt.” Thomas chuckled.
“The asshole got hurt giving us the opening to teleport, so Firmin took us to the frat so you could heal
him. The fact you weren’t there isn’t sitting well with him. You know how close he and Felix have
become since Henry.”

Olavo sighed. “I have told you numerous times, Thomas, not to rely on me for healing.”

“I know; you have your life and all that. And I’m not relying on you. This was just... it was bad.
Beyond what I had the energy or knowledge to heal. Fortunately, Feng Peng knew a full phrase and
Felix is stable.”

“Wasn’t that pickup like at his house?”” Niel asked. There had been a quick rundown when the
get-together had been planned, mainly for the sake of timing and making sure there would be someone
there to recharge Thomas. There had been no mention of Firmin helping during that talk.

“Yeah, and there are very few ways the Lewistons could have put the kind of surveillance in his
house they’d need to know I’ve arrived without him knowing about it.”

“It would take someone in his family,” Olavo stated.

“Yeah. He has been ruffling feathers this last year, with his constant bucking the orders he’s
given to live the life he wants to, instead of the one the rest of the Chouteau decided for him, so the list
of possibilities is long, not that it’s really something to deal with at the moment. Are you okay? Firmin
was furious when you didn’t answer your phone, and I was surprised when the elephant, sorry, I don’t
remember his name, said you, Limbani, and Niel had flown to Argentina together.”

“Something happened at the last party that required us to come here.”

“Please,” Thomas implored. “Please tell me it wasn’t a repeat of what happened to me.”

“What?” Niel asked. “You don’t want the competition?”’

“It happened to you?” Thomas asked after a pause.

“Don’t worry, I can’t teleport. But I will outlive you.”

Olavo raised an eyebrow.

“Dario gave me the rundown. But yes, turns out [ am a follower too.”

“We’re ready,” Limbani exclaimed. “I mean, Olavo’s naked, but no one will mind, right?”’

“What are you talking about? The ceremony is in two weeks.” Olavo asked.

“Yeah, about that.”

Limbani smirked proudly.

“What’s going on?”” Niel asked.

“So, Gil and Lau landed four days ago. They said they wanted time to have an actual rest
before the fun started, and Chima asked to be picked up yesterday, something about his fathers being
on his case about one thing or another. Yating’s here already. With so many of the guys here, Roland’s
Jumping at the bit to finally top everyone.”

“He does know it doesn’t have to us who perform his ceremony,” Olavo said.

“Yeah, but he’s dead set on me being His representative, and I’'m not going it with a bunch of
strangers. Honestly, it took me nearly two years to get comfortable with the idea of me and him having
sex. Our first time is going to be with the guys I consider my family.”

“What about Trevor and Madoc?”

“They’ll be there,” Limbani answered, his excitement getting the better of him.
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“You heard the monkey,” Thomas said with a chuckle. I already called Madoc, and he said he
can get his boss to give him early time off. I haven’t been able to reach Trevor yet, but if Limbani says
he’ll be there, I trust his visions more than my uncertainty. Which basically means me or Firmin are
picking the three of you up. I just need the all-clear that there’s someone waiting for me in my room.”

“What room?” Niel asked.

Thomas laughed. “Come on, Niel. Did you think I had to fly when an elder wanted to see me?
Ezekiel was the first among the elder to offer me refuge and have a room set aside just for me.”

Olavo smiled. “You know, I think your timing couldn’t be better. My father could use some sex
with his favorite teleporter.”
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Chapter Twelve

“So,” Niel said, then hesitated. “I kind of have two questions.” Olavo was the only
other in the limousine. Limbani had tried to get in, but he’d been bribed with three guys to
ride in his own car.

“Only two?” the capybara replied with a smirk.

“Okay, I have a lot more, but two I’d really liked answered now. First off, why are we driving
to this hotel? Thomas said his room.”

“His room is in that hotel.”

“That seems inconvenient.”

“What it is is secure. My father respects Thomas, and trusts him as much as he will trust anyone,
but the possibility exist he can be coerced. Having his room there, away from our home ensures that if
anyone tries to use him to get to us, they cannot appear in a surprise attack.”

“Okay, I guess that works. Then my second question. Why did we fty?”

“So we could come to Argentina?”

Niel shook his head. “Why did we fly instead of having someone teleport us here?”

“And by someone, you mean Thomas.”

“Or someone else. I'm not picky.”

Olavo studied him. “Didn’t Roland explain things?”’

“If you mean that Thomas can teleport, of course he did.”

“And that’s all he did? He never mentioned that he is the only one who can do it? That before
him it was believed to be impossible?”

Niel shook his head, surprised. “Does that mean others will be able to now that he showed it
can happen?”’

“That isn’t how it works. We don’t get to decide who gets what power, only He does. Thomas
does show us he can happen, but He may decide that Thomas is the only to ever have that power. Or
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Roland may get it once he walks out of his ceremony, or someone else, some day may. There is no way
for us to know.”

“Why, to be the only person with that kind of power,” Niel trailed off, wondering if he could
stop himself form abusing something like that.

“There is one other with his power, quite literally. Do you remember Firmin?”

“He’s the shape shifter, right?” Because he’d been at the frat a few times when Niel visited
Roland there, the bat had made sure he was part of his memories, but even there they hadn’t interacted
much.

“Body thief. He can only take other’s shapes, but if he copies one of us, he also copies their
power. He and Thomas have grown friendly enough after the Henry debacle that he has allowed him to
continue copying it, but that has not been advertised. There have been other attempts at copying his
power, but he and his family are careful not to let it happen.”

“Is that why those Lewistons are after him?”” it had been explained only broadly as being a
family problem, but if teleportation was that rare, it made sense.

“No, but if Roland hasn’t told you the details, I don’t think it’s my place to do so.”

“So, I guess us flying was because he was too busy with more important people.”

“More that I don’t want to abuse a friend, and flying is enjoyable.”

The capybara was right about that.

% sk sk ok ok

The hotel felt more like a resort, with only three floors, but spread wide on both side of the main
entrance. A monkey with black and golden fur in a bellhop suit right out of an old movie opened the
car’s door for them, then greeted Olavo by name, that being the only part of the short conversation Niel
understood.

“We own the hotel,” Olavo explained. He spoke with a clerk, a tapir in a light dress, and she
handed him a card.

“Don’t you have a master code?” Niel asked. “With owning the place and all?”

“This might not be the United States, but we still have privacy laws, only the manager has a
passcode.” They rode the elevator to the third floor. Olavo grinned. “And my uncle isn’t on the property
today.” Olavo opened the door and the sound of sex was loud.

“I guess Limbani got here before us.”

“No.” Olavo entered and Niel followed. “This is why the driver of the car Limbani is in has
orders to drive for an hour more than needed to get here.” Olavo’s father had a rat pinned to the bed
and was fucking him hard. An otter on a plush chair watching, looking annoyed. “Felix, what are you
doing here?” Olavo asked.

“No one told us there would be someone here to recharge him.”

“Thomas knew.”

“Well he didn’t say.”

Niel almost pointed out that Thomas was right there, on the bed getting plowed and sounding
like he was loving it, but he remembered what Olavo said, and now it made sense that other voice he’d
hear through his phone had sounded like Thomas.

It was Firmin being fucked on the bed.

Olavo took off his pants. “Then it’s good you’re here. I can make sure you are healthy.”
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The otter smirked. “What, you don’t trust the work one of your frat boys did? Are your telling
me you aren’t making sure they are perfect? Whatever happened to the great Olavo, eventual ruler of
Argentina with all his needed degrees to get there and wanting perfection out of everyone?”

“You will speak to my son with the respect he is due,” the elder capybara said, not slowing,

Felix rolled his eyes. “T’'m going to speak to my frat brother however I want. If he doesn’t like
it, he’s welcome to make sure I can’t talk.” The otter smirked, pulling his legs up.

“You know very well fucking you is better to heal.” Olavo put the legs over his shoulder. “Which
is a good thing I have brought Niel with me. Niel, why don’t you shove your cock in this impertinent
otter’s mouth before my father feels the need to make him regret ever opening it?”

Niel grinned at the otter. Felix opened his muzzle to protest, and the raccoon filled it with his
cock. Then Niel got to experience the elder Medeiros and was left considering that if older men were as
skill as he was, he’d have to spend more time with them from now on.
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Niel stood there, trying to decide what this had felt like as Firmin in Thomas’s body dropped
onto the bed and Limbani started fucking him. There had been no talk of what to expect, and he’d
wondered if the others we setting him up for something, but... he tried to come up with some way to
describe it and couldn’t come up with anything.

He’d been standing in the hotel room in Argentina(I’m thnking we’re going to have to refine
where they actually are, Argentina is on the large side) holding on to Firnim, alongside Olavo and
Limbani, then he was i this room. No fading in and out, not vertigo, no changes whatsoever. At worse,
he there there was a moment of blankness between one location and the other, but he wasn’t even sure
ofthat. Maybe he’d just blinked.

The door opened and a red panda asked something in what Niel guessed to be Chinese.
Limbani replied in the same language—how many did he know and why hadn’t the monkey bragged
about it? He made out Hertz, then the panda was gone.

Niel took in the room. It was large and had a definite North American feel to it. Bed, dresser,
side tables. A door lead to a good size bathroom; small when compared what the Medeiros had but
he’d been in friend’s house with smaller ones.

Olavo offered for him to have a good at the rat sprawled on the bed but he shook his head.
Even knowing he was Firmin, he still looked like his best friend’s brother and until he and Roland talked
about what was allowed, he didn’t feel right fucking a copy of him.

So he pulled his phone and looked through videos of the team’s plays that had made it online.

His view was interrupted by the door slamming open, then he was on the bed, pushed the from
the impact and being hugged tight.

“Fuck I missed you,” Roland said, then kissed him hard.

Niel hugged his best friend and kissed him back. Hands on his ass, bare ass. Niel was naked,
since Firmin had teleported them as soon as they were done fucking, but he’d expected Roland to be
busy with something and dressed.

Niel pushed his friend away enough he could look him upper body over. “You’ve put on even
more muscle than I expected. You didn’t look this buff in the last video.”

“Do you have any idea what’s possible with magic? I mean, noting like what Madoc gives, but
still. And I’ve had a lot of time between that, the sex, and teaching the guys my age football. We’ve had
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to settle on touch football, although in the local dialect it translates more to grope football, which is a
better description anyway. We’re not actually good at football, but we have the groping down.”

“Breathe!” Niel exclaimed with a laugh. “T’m not leaving anytime soon, no need to fill in weeks
of events right now.”

Roland hugged him again. “T’'m so glad you made it. Oh! I need to introduce you to someone.”
The rat pulled Niel up and in the doorway were Eric and Nadia Hertz, dressed in light shirts for
Roland’s father and a light summer dress for his mother. Niel was suddenly very aware of his nudity and
pulled the rat before him.

“Can I get something to wear?”” he whispered.

Roland laughed. “Come on, you think you’re the first naked guy my parents have seen? We’ve
been here for two years. Anyway you’ve got to me Milton(I checked and couldn’t find this name used
before, but feel free to change it, or to remove the baby brother. The option was in the outline so I
decided to go with it), my brother.”

Nadia held a tiny bundle in her arms and she beamed as Niel looked at him.

“It’s goping to be so cool teachign him everything I know,” Roland said.

“Maybe you’ll wait until he’d older for some of that,” Nadia said. “Like once he’s able to hold a
ball?”

“I can start teaching him the theory before that, mom.” Niel wanted to laugh at the adoration on
Roland’s face as he looked at his baby brother. Hopefully there wouldn’t be any of the awkward
longing in this relationship. Niel didn’t feel like going through the memories the bat had left him of that
part of Roland teen years. His best friend had never openeid up to him about that in reality.

“It’s good to see you again, Niel.” Eric offered his hand, looking Niel over appreciatively and
the raccoon blushed as he shook it. “I believe I should welcome you into His family. Thomas said you
were a follower before he left to pick up the others, but he didn’t give any details, I’'m afraid.”

“Yeah, seems there’s a group of them who keep to themselves, and my biological father was
one, my dad can’t have kids so he went to him.” As normal as it was for men in the society to have sex
with their relatives—and he had the memories to support that, Niel wasn’t ready to go into who his
biological father was just yet. “Also turns out that because I had sex with someone else related to that
group, I’'m not officially one of them and I need sex the way I used to need food.”

“So, no difference then,” Roland said, pulling himself away from his baby brother.

“No, like I'm going to starve if I don’t have sex at least once a day.”

Roland grinned. “Oh, that is so cool. Have you eaten today yet?”

Niel opened his mouth to repeat he no longer needed food, but caught the mischievousness in
his friend’s eyes. “You are up to something.”

“You’re running out of time before that ass goes off limit.”

“You said—" Niel closed his muzzle. He wasn’t talking about that in front of Roland’s parents.
There were things you didn’t say, no matter how open about sex a family was. “We’re going to need a
room. [’m not fucking you in front of your family.”
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Niel was back in the room he’d arrived in and it was getting crowded. Only the bed and the
space before it were free of people. Chair were pulled in and everyone sat, talking and groping each
other, even Nadia was keeping Eric erect. Teasing was the order of the day, keeping everyone ready for
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the next arrival, not that anyone was just when Thomas would arrive, so there was also a betting pool as
to who would cum first, and who would lose the battle of well and start fucking. It was no surprise that
Limbani was the favorite for both, not that the monkey seemed to want to move onto anything else just
yet.

A group appeared before the bed. Three rats and a tiger with pale fur and golden stripes. The
older of'the rats stepped forward, while Thomas stood there looking around.

“Nadia,” the rat said, hugging her, careful of her bundle.

“Trevor, it’s so good to see you again.”

Instead of'a hug, Trevor kissed Eric hard, and stroked the leaking cock.

“Okay,” Thomas said. “Stop gawking at my dad making out with Trevor. I’m the one who
expended all that energy getting them here, someone come and fuck me.”

Limbani was on the rat and the fell back on the bed. Niel was too stunned by how blase
Roland’s mother was at another playing with her husband’s cock. He’d heard stories, but he hadn’t
expected them to be quite this true.

Eric grunted, then came over Trevor’s hand and arm. Nadia took the hand away and licked the
cum off.

“T guess that’ll do as a welcome for now,” she said. She noticed Niel and smiled. He hurried to
look away.

The golden tiger offered Niel his hand. “Niel, right?”” unlike every guy in the room, the tiger was
dressed.

“And you’re Paul, right?”” Other than Thanksgivings, the two hadn’t interacted much over the
years, being best friend with siblings who avoided each other because of how badly they wanted to pull
the other in bed for hot sex.

“How are you doing? I hear you didn’t run off like a certain rat we know.”

Niel chuckled and gave a run down of what had happened to him. Not long after he was done,
the rats on the bed were done too and Thomas stopped any from starting on him. “After I’ve done the
mtroductions, we can get back to the sex.” He pulled the rat and Niel stood. “Niel, Madoc, Madoc, my
brother’s best friend, Niel.”

Madoc was built, more muscular than Niel had expected from the stories Roland told him. The
rat made others into muscle houses, not himself, but he looked like someone had chiseled him out of
marble.

Instead of speaking, the rat grabbed Niel by the shoulders and turned him. The ass grope didn’t
come, instead he finished the one eighty.

“How much can you lift?”” Madoc asked.

“No,” Roland said. “You aren’t spending time going over what you can do to him.” He grabbed
Madoc by the arm and pulled him to the bed. “I need my booster shot because it’s going to be months
before I let you give me another one.”

Thomas shook his head and chuckled. “He is going to be impossible once he starts topping.”

“Give him a week,” Gilbert said, “and he’ll be asking to be fucked again.”

“Thomas, it’s so good to have you home again,” Nadia said and hugged him.

“It’s great o be back, Mom. And no vanishing for a while. The next two weeks are for Roland
and my family.”
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“What about your family?”” she asked. “When are you going to give me a grand son?”

“Mom,” Thomas whined.

“Come here Son,” Eric said and pulled Thomas against him, kissing him hard. Thomas stiffened,
before kissing back, then ending the kiss.

“Sorry dad, it’s still...”

Eric’s smile had sadness in it. “I understand.”

“Alright everyone,” Nadia called. “Just a reminder that for those ofus who will not be taking
part in the ceremony, there is food and refreshment in the dining room.” She paused. “Niel, can you still
eat?”

Niel remembered how his last solid meals had gone down.

“He should stick to liquids for the moment,” Olavo said. “His body will have to get used to
dealing with food it can’t process.”

“Does that mean I’ll be able to eat and not... you know?”

“Yes, you don’t have to worry about that.”

Niel smiled. He hadn’t realized how much the idea of never tasting food again had hurt until
NOWw.

“Good, with that settled,” Nadia said, “we should assemble there and leave my son to finish this
so they can move to the ceremonial chamber and he can be made a man.”

“Mom, [ am a man, I’m eighteen.”

“In the Society, you become a man once you have your Ceremony of Dominance, young man.
You are the one who insisted on being picky about who led it. There were plenty of—"

“Fine,” Roland whined. ‘T’ll be a man in a couple of hours then.”

“You think it’s going to take that lone?”” Limbani asked.

“Oh, I’'m going to make it take that long,” the rat replied. “I have been waiting for this for way
too long. I am going to milk it for all it’s worth.”

“I forget,” the monkey said, grinning. ““You haven’t gone through any of the ceremonies. It’s
going to be fun to watch.”
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Chapter Thirteen

(I’ve put the section about them transitioning back to CH12, although I didn’t write
it. It didn’t quite work as the start of this chapter, and it’s worth keeping if only for
establishing in the book that Firmin is actually a badger)

The dining room was packed with guys. Alot of red pandas around Niel’s age, older
red pandas, one of which Eric had said was Yahui and Yating’s father. He’d met the twins back
in Minneapolis. But hadn’t interacted with eighter, Yahui wasn’t even in any of the memories
the bat had given him. Someone had mentioned he’d been hidden, but that had been when
Niel was sorting which were the real memories from the fakes ones and how he felt about
some of them being fake instead of real and a lot of what took place after that was fuzzy.

There were others, a deer, a mongoose, a feline Niel hadn’t been able to identify due to how
quickly they’d crossed path. As far as he’d understood, all those near his age were friends of Roland,
while the adults were friends of the Hertz as a family.

Niel hadn’t felt as isolated as he’d feared. For all the Chinese he head spoken, a lot of those
who talked with him spoke English. This was one of the times when he wished he’d known what would
happen in his future, so he could have picked Chinese instead of German as his elective in school. At
least here he’d have gotten to practice it.

Most of them already knew who Niel was; Roland had talked about him a lot, and they were
curious as to who the mysterious best friend was. Another surprise was how none of them turned the
conversations into sexual advances. His interaction with the Sigma Theta Gamma had left him with the
sense Society men needed to exert their will on their cocks not to start shoving it into orifices. Limbani
was the worse, but only by degree, not because he was the only one.

When he felt comfortable enough with a handful of Roland’s friends he brought that up and he
was assured that if not for how special today was, Niel would have been bent over a chair within
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minutes of arriving. Today was Roland’s ceremony, so they were all keeping themselves for him.

So, Niel decided, they were just like the frat led him to think. Not that he’d ever complain about
1t.

Paul was pulled into the conversations. It seemed that Thomas’s best friend was just as
mysterious to them as Niel had been. Paul seemed amused by the attention and answered questions.

He’d known Thomas since they were kids. When to school together and it wasn’t until Thomas
got his power that therr lives stopped intersecting as much. Thomas had left the university, while Paul
had been offered a scholarship to study at the San Francisco University and he’d accepted. It meant he
spent more time with Madoc and Trevor than Thomas these days, but even if he hadn’t been with them,
Paul added with a chuckle, he would have found a way to come and offer Thomas all the support he
could on his brother’s big day.

“Support,” one of the pandas, Liuxian, snickered in accented English. “That is what they call
being there to be fucked when Roland is here for all of us?”

Paul gave a coy smile behind his glass.

“He’s here for Thomas, not Roland,” Niel explained.

“We are all here for Roland. He will end the ceremony with His strength, will we all be his to
dominate. Then we will all enjoy one another.” The panda looked Niel and Paul over. “Many times.”

“It’s okay,” Paul told Niel, who was about to protest. “I was there for two of Roland’s
ceremony. [ know how he’ll be. But you should change your expectations when it comes to me. I’'m not
in the habit of having sex with strangers, which we still are.”

“But you are a man,” One said. Niel couldn’t recall his name. “You are a friend. You have sex
with friends.”

“You have sex with enemies too,” Paul grumbled in his drink and Niel tightened his lips to keep
from smiling. He wished he had a drink to hide behind, but the broth Nadia had offered him was still
making its way through him and he didn’t want to risk adding anything to that. “I’'m friends with Roland
and Thomas,” He said, then added. “And Olavo, Trevor, Madoc, Gilbert, Laurence, Kuno, Felix,
Firmin, Yating, Yahui, Chima, Hubert, Jacques,” he sighed, “and even Limbani. But I would appreciate it
if the rest of you were to not make any advances on me. Always telling you no will ruin the mood.”

“How can you not want sex with me?”” the deer asked, taking off his pants. People had arrived
in various stated of undress and only too off what they had if they had a reason. Like now, Niel figured.

Paul looked him over and gave a shrug. “I don’t know you.”

Niel looked the deer over and thought Paul was being overly picky. The guy had a nice, thick
cock.

“T will introduce you to me.” The deer too his cock in hand, stroking it hard and took a step
toward Paul who stepped back, looking annoyed. Niel interjected himself.

“Ifhe 1sn’t interested, you leave him be.”

“Will you get to know me?” the deer asked Niel. He was fully hard, his cock had doubled in
length, going from nice to impressive.

“Happily, but that doesn’t mean you can push yourself on anyone. Even if he’s a Friend of the
Society.”

Behind him, Paul let out a long sigh. “T appreciate the intervention, Niel, but this isn’t going to
work. I’ve lost track of'the number of times I’ve had to explain this to one of them, and even those who
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respect it, still think it’s weird.” He looked at the deer. “T am not interested in having sex. It is not about
you, it is about me. I understand that you think it’s weird that I want to get to know someone before I’ll
get in bed with them, I deal with that even outside the Society, but it’s how I am. Having you insist you
can change my mind will not work.”

The deer opened his mouth, but one of the pandas spoke sharply in Chinese. Niel turned ot face
Paul. “I’m sorry.”

“What for?”

“T sort of thought like them.”

The tiger smiled. “At least you didn’t offer to prove me wrong. You have no idea how many
guys think like Xinya over there. That if they show me what they’re packing I’ll suddenly see how
wrong I am. It took Madoc threatening to stop fuckign the guys at the gym he works at before they’d
leave me alone when I visit.”

Niel question about that was interrupted by a red panda running it, leaking cum from his cock
and ass. “Incoming!” was all he said before a muscular rat was in the room. Roland had a nearly
demented look on his face as he took in the crowd and that was not improved as a grin slowly formed
on his lips.

Niel had seen pictures of quads who had rabis and, other than not foaming at the mouth and
hard cock that looked bigger than what Niel remembered it to be, he could wonder if Roland might not
have caught it.

The cheer that went up as Roland pounced on the red panda, the impact pushing him against the
wall, and then proceeded to fuck him told Niel that he was the only one surprised by what was going
on.

“An orgy,” Niel muttered. “I was told this was going to be an orgy. I know what those are like.
And it isn’t—" Roland roared and was out of the panda’s ass his cock still pulsing cum. “—this.”

His best friend looked over the people assembled. No one was wearing pants anymore and
they all looked eager for what was coming. So Niel was utterly not surprised when Roland’s gaze ended
up fixed on him and with hungry, feral, look in his eyes.

He stepped back as Roland stalked i his direction, fighting his instinct to turn and run as fast as
he could. Not only was this his best friend, but he’d seen the result of running. The panda might be
grinning, but that had looked rather violent.

“There’s plenty of other guys more than willing, Roland,” he said. “Why don’t you work this off
on one of them, and then come find me?” At least, Neil thought, no one was shoving him at the sex
hungry entity before him. Although far too many look amused. When this was done, he was having a
talk with Kuno about properly explaining to him what stuff like a post ceremony orgy entailed. And he
was no longer accepted the casual ‘oh you know how those go’, his friend had answered then he’d
questioned how Roland’s previous ones had gone.

Niel leg caught on a chair and before he could side step it, that distraction was enough for
Roland to cover the distance between them. Then he was on his back with a massive rat on top of him.

It should have been a familiar position. How often had Roland tackled him and they’d end up
like this? Although, usually there had been football equipment between them, except in some of the
memories the bat gave both of them, of growing up far more sexual, then there had been naked tackles.

He was the way Roland was still over him, eyes fixed on his. They were his friend’s eyes, but
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also not. Niel couldn’t name what he felt as Roland looked at him.

“Mine,” Roland mouthed, then he took Niel’s legs and had them over his shoulders. The smile
as Roland pushed his cock in was less feral, more. .. welcoming? Then it was gone, and Niel was
fucked. It wasn’t the violent fuck the panda had received, but it was forceful; the tackle going full in.

Niel would have groaned at he corniness of the thought, but Roland’s cock hit his prostrate,
hard, and there was an entirely different reason for his groaning. Then Roland roared and was out,
leaving Niel wishing it had been longer. He hadn’t known Roland could top this hard and he hoped it
wasn’t going to be a one time thing. He wobbly got to his feet in time to see the rest of those who’d
been part of Roland’s ceremony enter, Thomas in the lead. He looked particularly proud even if he
walked with an odd gait. Considering how Niel’s ass felt after this quick pounding and Roland’s promise
he was going to make it last for those in the ceremonial chamber, maybe he had a reason for it.

When Paul took Thomas’s hand and they started making out against the wall, Niel realized he
didnt’ have to wait to get fucked again. Anyone Roland had done was fair game, and Roland had done
all there ceremonial attendee. There was a margay who owed him an explanation, and right now he was
going to settle for a cock up his ass instead.
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“Fuck,” Niel groaned as he untangled himself from the sleeping men on the floor. Now he knew
why the carpet was so plush and comfortable. But the cleaning bill had t ob murder.

He’d gotten his wish, and then some. After Roland had gone through all the men, his hunting had
been more targeted and Thomas, Eric and Niel had been at the top of the repeats, or that’s how it
seemed to him.

He stumbled around the people and out into the kitchen where Nadia and other women were
cooking. The clock said thirteen sicteen and Niel tried to work out the date. “Are we Saturday or
Sunday?”

“Sunday, honey,” one of the panda replied. “There is food on the table in the other room.”

He was in the room and the smells had him at the long counter before he remembered he
shouldn’t eat right now. Actually, he realized nothing bad had happened from the broth, other than he
needed to take a leak.

That taken cared of he returned to more people in the large room. Some were obviously from
the sex room, by the way their fur was matted with cum, but more than Niel expected were well
dressed, or had clean fur, or weren’t men. After the frat and Olavo’s home, it was a little jarring to see
such an even distribution between men and women in one room.

“Hubert,” he called, seeing the collie. “Is this the norm? Or the exception?”

The collie took a few seconds to look around blearily. “People do tend to dress.”

“I mean the men and women.”

He shrugged. “Probably the exception, but it varies a lot from family to family.”

“It is normal for the Xu and Jian to mix,” a red panda said. She was around his age, but dressed
and a woman. She gave a small bow. “I am Guan Shu. My family acts as a transition. .. no, middle
ground, between the Xu and their counterpart within the Convent.”

Humbert groaned and walked off toward the buffet.

“Do you know why he reacted that way?” he asked.

“Some of the Society families are not friends with the Convent, it is possible his family is such. I
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do not know.”

“Why would they object to a convent?”

She smiled. “No, the Convent. They are the woman counterpart to the Society.”

“So He also deals with women? I was told His followers were only men.”

“They are. The Convent follow the Holy Lady of the Womb (if you can think of something
better, please change it).”

“That’s a mouthful,” Niel said, grinning.

“It is considered is respectful for those who do not worship Her directly to say her name.”

“And you don’t?”

“My family assist. I was not one of the fortunate to become one of Her follower, but I still have
my role to play.”

“Here,” Hubert said, handing Niel a plate with sausage and eggs on it and a mug of coffee. Niel
took it and found himself at a loss as to what to do with it. “Aren’t you hungry?” the collie asked,
digging into his food, he had the same, but a lot more.

“Not really. I guess you didn’t hear. I life off sex now, and at least for a while, actual food
doesn’t agree with me. It’s a transition thing.”

“Cool,” someone said behinf Niel as a hand grabbed his plate. “I didn’t want to deal with the
crowd.” Roland started eating before he was done talking. “I didn’t realize how hungry I’d get fucking
everyone. Multiple times.” He grinned at Niel.

“T guess that’s going to be your power now, fucking all the guys,” Niel said.

Roland snorted. “Don’t do that while I’'m eating, I thing I have food up my nose now. And
fucking guys isn’t a power, it’s the norm for us. What about you? What’s your power, now that you’re
one ofus?”

“I...” Niel hesitated. He didn’t want to talk about not aging with so many people around.

“Come on,” Roland said with a grin. “It can’t just be living off sex. That’s like our thing, mmnus
the living off it part.”

“There’s a phrase for that,” Hubert said.

“There’s a phrase for everything,” Roland replied, “that doesn’t count.”

“T don’t know everything yet. I was hoping the Cuevas would be able to give me more
mformation while I was in Argentina, but you went and had your ceremony early.” Niel grinned at his
best friend. “Plans had to changed.”

“Like you’re complaining.”

“I’m not, but it means we’ll have to wait on more information.”

“Who are those Cuecas?”” Hubert asked. “I don‘t think I’ve ever heard the name before.”

Niel cursed mwardly and searched the room. He located Olavo, but he was in a conversation
with an older red Panda, and it didn’t seem to be going well. No going to him for a rescue. What could
he say and not expect to get in trouble?

“They’re a family living in Argentina, they’re like me that they are His followers too, but aren’t
like the Society.”

“Are you talking about the Orrs?” a red panda asked, looking eager.

“Who are the Orrs?” Niel asked.
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“No one you—"

“They’re the people Madoc and Trevor work for,” Roland said and ignored the glad the collie
gave him.

Okay, so not a subject to bring up again. “How about you excuse me? I need to ask Olavo
something.”

He walked off before Roland could protest. The capybara and Red Panda spoke Spanish. And
while the voices were low, the tone was tense. Okay, maybe that was a bad idea too.

“Can we assist you?” the panda asked, a friendly smile suddenly on his face.

Olavo didn’t look happy Niel was there, but it was too late to vanish. “I was wondering if you’d
heard from your family. One of them said they’d look into where my father is?”

The capybara closed his eyes, looking pained.

“Why what a wonderful idea,” the panda said. “You should contact your father, young
Medeiros, it would be unbecoming of you to leave your friend in such a distressed state.”

Fuck, what had Niel walked into? When Olavo opened his eyes Niel mouthed ‘sorry’.

“It’s not your fault.” He took his phone and called, then he was speaking in Hushed Spanish,
occasionally glaring at the panda. Then he frowned. “Are you certain?”’ He asked in English. “They’ve
located him,” Olavo said. “In France.”

“What’s your dad doing in France?” Roland asked. He stood a few steps away, a full place in
hand.
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Chapter Fourteen

“Aweek,” Niel said, trying not to make it a grumble.

“It’s not going to be that bad,” Olavo said. “I’ll even pay for a first class seat for you.”

“Why not use the jet?” he looked for Roland, but he’d run off. Great, abandoned by his best
friend when he could really use someone to talk with. Fuck. Why couldn’t things just line up for once?

“The jet isn’t mine, and my father only lets me use it to go home.”

“Right.”

“What’s wrong?” Olavo asked.

“Nothing,” Niel replied.

“Niel, I know you well enough to know when something’s bothering you.”

“It’s just this whole thing. Only a few days ago I find out my father’s not my father. At the same
time as I find out I’'m part of your faction. And now that I know where my father his, I have to wait until
next weekend to go see him because I can’t miss classes.”

“I can arrange for you to have a flight today. That should put you in France at some point
tomorrow. If you leave the next day, that has you back in Minneapolis by the middle of the week. Do
you really have anything you can’t miss?”

“I have a test Tuesday morning. That’s about the only thing. Coach still thinks I'm out with
whatever put me in the hospital and I can probably use the fact his little hazzing to blame to keep him
from being pissed at me when he finds out I wasn’t back at practice the instant I felt better.” Niel sighed.
“It’s just this entire thing. I know it’s stupid for me to be impatient, but [ want to speak with my
biological father, atr least find out why he never contacted me. Dad never forbid him or anything. I just
want this deal with now.”

“Maybe having to wait is a good thing,” the capybara said. “You don’t sound like you even
know how to feel. Take a few weeks to consider things.”

“Fuck that,” Roland said, returning with a confused Thomas. “Why wait when you have instant



/ COINCIDENCE /71

transportation right here?”

“Do you need to head home now?”

“France,” Roland said, which seemed to confuse Thomas more.

Niel came him a rundown of his situation.

“So, you can get him there,” Roland said, “he talks with the guy and then you take him home
and he’s going to end up there before Olavo.”

Thomas sighed. “Roland, do you have any idea how big France is? I have two landing spots
there. Just getting Niel to his father from there could take longer than him flying there.”

“Where does that man live?” Roland asked.

Niel looked at Olavo who consulted the file his father sent.

“It’s an address in Boiseuil,” the capybara answered, then he was reading something.

“That sounds familiar,” Roland said.

Thomas nodded. “Can you google it, Olavo? My phone is in my pants which are somewhere in
this house. I think the last time I saw them was two days ago.”

The capybara projected the map over his phone. “That’s Boiseuil,” he pointed a highlighted dot.

Thomas cursed. “And that’s where Victor’s living.”” He pointed at another dot nearly touching
Boiseuil this zoomed out. “Just outside Poulenat. Boiseuil is where he goes to do his grocery shopping.”

Niel looked at he map in disbelief. “And I’m guessing one of those landing spot is at your
brother’s house. That’s quite the coincidence.”

“Next to it,” Thomas said. “And it has to be, because there is no way He can have a hand in
this. Vic lives in a Practitioner safehouse.”

“What’s a Practitioner?”” Niel asked when no one elaborated.

“Oh, just wait until you met Grant,” Roland said with a grin before running off. “I’m going to see
of Mom and Dad want in on visiting Vic!”

“Please don’t let him have super speed,” Thomas implored. “He’s already impossible to keep
track of.”

% sk sk ok ok

“When you said next to it,” Niel said, looking around at the bales of hay and farm equipment, 1
was expecting a guest house or something. Not a barn.”

“Vic isn’t comfortable with having Thomas just appear in his house,” Roland said. Thomas
nodded. “You need a recharge?”

“T’ll be good,” Thomas answered, sounding out of breath. “Just don’t ask me to teleport until
after I’ve had sex.” He headed for the small door in the larger double door.

Stepping outside, Niel was surprise to see the sun close to the horizon on the east, so morning,
He was going to be multiple jet lagged at this point. Were they still Sunday? Where was the international
date line? The other surprising thing was the farm house the two rats were heading for and the large field
of grapes vanishing in the distance.

He whistled in astonishment. Victor lived here?

He rejoined Thomas and Roland halfway to the house and just as woman exited it, along with a
badger.

“Hey Jacques!” Niel called out. He was another of the frat brother the bat had given a passing
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history between Niel and him. They wouldn’t be friends, but they were more than acquaintances.

“Thomas!” the badger exclaimed, then ran at them, hugging the two rats. The other rat trailed
behind him, a smile on her face. Jacques offered Niel his hand. “Niel. I'm glad to see you, although the
circumstances aren’t great. Your ride to Boisseuil should be here in an hour or so.”

Niel nodded. “They could be worse. I could have half of you running around the country trying
to catch me.”

“I will never live this down, will I?”” Thomas said before hugging the woman. “How’s Victor
doing today?”

“It’s one of his better days, although he’d letting the twins distract him form your arrival.”” She
offered her hand. “Hello Niel, I don’t know if you remember me, I’'m Orinda Hertz.”

He shook it. “Victor’s wife, I remember you from a few of the thanksgivings.”

“I need you to be careful around Victor, after what happened to him, he isn’t comfortable
around men he doesn’t know, especially not Society men.”

“I’'m not—" Niel started, but cut his explanation of how he wasn’t the same sort. What did it
matter? Whatever had happened to Victor had been traumatic enough to cause that. It wasn’t his place
to make himself an exception.

She led them inside. The door opened to a large kitched and eating area, with the living room
visible where another rat and a collie were trying to round up two kids.

“Wow, they’ve grown,” Niel said. The last time he’d seen the twins at a thanksgiving gathering,
they were still on all fours. His voice caught the attention of the children who ran toward them. The collie
followed them with the rat behind him, but wary.

“Niel, good to see you again,” Hubert said. Like Jacques, he was someone the bat had put in
Niel’s memories. Just enough they weren’t strangers.

“Hi Vic,” Thomas greeted his brother cautiously.

The older brother startled at being addressed. “Hi, Thomas.”

“This is Niel,” Orinda said. “Stewart’s son.”

“He’s one of them.” Victor looked about ready to run, or pass out.

“Breathe, honey. Remember to breathe. Nothing’s going to happen. Jacques and Hubert are
here. You’re safe.”

Niel looked at Tomas. What the fuck had happened to Victor? He didn’t remember the man
being an action hero of anything, but he certainly didn’t have anything like this fear at the last gathering.
Especially not when it was Thomas and Roland who seemed to set him on edge more than Niel.

“T know. It’s just... I’'m sorry Roland, I know it was an important day for you, but...” Victor
started shaking.

“T get it Vic,” Roland answered. “Maybe we should take this outside and let you play with the
twins?”

“No, no,” Victor hurried to say, although it sounded forced. “You’re family. I’m not going to
kick you out.”

Orinda ushered the twins away from Niel. “Come on you two, why don’t you take daddy to the
living room and play with him.”

Niel opened his mouth to ask, but Jacques shook his head.

“How are things back him?”” Thomas asked Hubert, heading for the coffee machine on the
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counter. “Any improvements?”’

The collie rolled his eyes. “Thing are never going to change while that curmudgeons in charge.
He has his head so fucking deep in the past all he sees is the mistakes that were made and how they
weight our family down, like anyone other than him gives a fuck about it. World war two was a fucking
century ago. The whole country paid for what happened then. They learned and move on, my fucking
elder should do the same.” He paused. “No disrespect intended.”

Jacques smacked the back of'the collies’ head. “No one here cares that you're disrespecting
your elder.”

“Says the guy living here when his family’s only a few hours away.” The collie looked at his hand
like he was planing on using it.

“No hitting Jacques through the furniture,” Orinda warned.

“Can someone open the door for me?”” Hubert asked casually.

Niel looked around for a clue as to what was going on. He remembered Hubert being strong,
but he couldn’t recall what Jacques’ power was. No one seemed to take the request seriously so Niel
didn’t move, only accepting the coffee that was offered.

“And unlike you, my family asked me to be here.”

“You know he isn’t going to show up, right?”” Thomas said. “And even if your family got their
hands on him, they only get a limited numbers of teleport before he’s drained.”

“T know, and that could have been avoided if you had been willing to work with them, Thomas.”

“I don’t work with blackmailers,” the rat stated.

“Mama,” one of the twins called, running toward them. ‘“Papa’s not well.”

Victor was looking at them, eyes wide and shaking. The other twin was hugging him, but not
getting a reaction.

“If you’ll excuse me,” Orinda said as she stood and joined her husband, helping him to his feet
and escorting him up the stairs.

Jacques cursed quietly. “T’m sorry, I shouldn’t have brought that up with him within earshot.”

“Is it safe to ask what was about?”’ Niel asked.

Thomas looked at the badger, who sighed.

“When my family found out Victor was staying in France, they tried to use him to play hard ball
with Thomas.”

“The teleportation thing?” Niel asked.

“Yes. Being the only one means some people will be unreasonable about gaining control of him.
My family was such idiots.”

“Not all of them,” Thomas said.

“Sure, but I didn’t exactly try to stop them. Anyway. They kidnapped him. Fortunately for them,
they didn’t even think of touching him beyond that, but instead of getting Thomas to heel, he went to the
Dumier and offered them his services in exchange for their help rescuing his brother.”

“That’s...” Niel couldn’t find the words.

“Just about the stupidest thing anyone could do after what Vic went through at the hands of the
Lewistons,” Roland said. He’d gotten a plate of cheeses and cold cuts out of the fridge and was eating.
Again.
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“I"'mnot even going to ask about that,” Niel said, remember Jacques’ shake of the head and
now had an idea what it had been about. “So you’re here because they think you can convince Thomas
to change his mind?”

The badger snorted. “I’m here because I’'m one of two Mercier Thomas will allow anywhere
near his family, and because I helped rescue Victor, he can stand having me around.”

“They’re hoping that Firmin will pop in for a visit instead of Thomas,” Roland said. “Which
shows just how stupid they are. After how they treated him, is it any wonder Fir wants nothing to do
with them?”

Niel racked his memory trying to pull up anything relevant.

“I was in Minneapolis to keep an eye on him,” Jacques said in a flat tone. “My instructions were
to kill him if he did anything to “bring shame” to our family. Henry played with that enough I don’t think
I’d have done it no matter what Fir did, but it gives you an idea what my family thinks of him.”

“Just because he’s a shapeshifter, I mean who can copy powers?”

“Historically, body thieves have abused their powers,” Hubert said. “It doesn’t justify how
Firmin was treated, but the last one before him nearly started a war in china, so they don’t get a lot of
leeway.”

“That’s bullshit,” Thomas said. “They’re just a convenient scapegoat. It’s not like anyone can
prove the guy wasn’t actually him since he blew himself up in the attempt. The Society just wanted to be
able to claim they weren’t responsible for it. Or are you going to try to convince me that trying to topple
governments isn’t something the society did, even back then?”

The discussion turned too intence for him. The historical aspects was interesting, but Jacques
and Hubert were strongly on one side and Thomas equally on the other. This wasn’t about exploring
opinion, but hammering yours onto the other. He looked to Roland, who had a new plate in his hand,
but the rat shrugged.

Niel stood and only Roland noticed. He left them to their argument and decided to walk around
until his ride arrived. There were a few other room on the ground floor—He wasn’t going up, not with
Victor there and the fragile state he was in. A small guest room, an office and stairs leading down into a
cellar. That made sense, with the grapes being grown. They winery proper was probably elsewhere on
the property.

Racks of wines lines one wall, with the occational large barrel between them. Those had a
name, butts, maybe? The whole basement seemed to be a wine cellar and after the second turn he
considered going back up, but noticed that the front of one of those butts was opened as if it was a
door.

Was there really a secret door in the safe house where Roland’s brother was staying? He should
probably walk away, he thought as he approached it. Whoever was responsible for it wouldn’t want
him looking inside.

Then again, if they were serious about it remaining a secret, they shouldn’t have left it open.

Inside, the room was the size of a decent bedroom and before Niel noticed anything else, the
sword floating in the middle of it, had all his attention.

It was a plane iron sword as far as he could tell. Other than pictures in history books, he knew
little about them. The handle looked to be leather, the guard straight and plain.

And it was floating there, handle up, pomt down. It had to be a trick, right?
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Of course not. Magic was a thing, so it could be that. Probably was. Was it suspended or
encased?

He reached for it, considering pushing it as a test.

“I wouldn’t touch i, if I were you.”

Niel jumps up and away from the sword, tuning to face the kangaroo standing in the doorway
with an amused smile on his muzzle.

“Why?”’ Niel asked, trying to force his heard back in place.

“Staves, which that is, even if it looks like a sword, don’t react well to anyone who’s been
claimed by a god.” He stepped in and started to close the front of the barrel. He stopped. “Is one of the
twins in here? I swear neither of them are initiated and it’s like they already have the power to find what
you don’t want found.”

“I think that’s called being a kid.” Niel looked around, taking in the room fully. Other than the
sword, there was nothing there. The walls were packed dirt, as was the ground. There were indications
there might have been furniture at some point, but those had been taken away.

The door closed and Niel realized he was in a room with a stranger who called a sword a staff.
Maybe he should rethink his situation.

“Don’t worry, I’'m not going to hurt you. I wasn’t looking for you, but it’s good I have found
you.” He offered his hand. “Grant, Grant Summer.”

Niel hesitated before taking it. “Niel Leslie. How do you know I’ve been claimed by a god?”
did he have a sign anyone who knew how this worked could see?

“Thomas asked me what I knew about your situation—he’s always asking me about magical
stuff: It’s like he thinks I’'m some encyclopedia or something. But in this case I do know a little, so if you
have questions, I might have answers.”

Niel remembered why the name sounded familiar. “What a Practitioner?”

The question seemed to take the kangaroo by surprise. “Okay, not where I thought this was
going, and I don’t think you’re ready for the in depth answer, so here goes. For what matters to you,
you can think of'us as another faction. We have our magic, just like you have yours. Unlike sex, ours is
in part channeled through our staff. Our version of your sigils and phrases is talismans that we make.”

Niel nodded. “So is this your staff then?”

Grant stammered. “No, I’d never even try to claim that.” He looked at the sword. “That’s...”
he chuckled. “Even if I could take it, I an nowhere near worthy enough.”

“So where is it?”

“Err, it’s... I mean...”

The man’s reaction had Niel feeling like he’d asked him to exposed his most embarrassing
secret. Before he could tell him he didn’t have to answer. The door opened and Jacques looked in.

“At least you two are dressed.” He looked at the sword and then away as if he didn’t want to
admit it was there. “You’re ride’s here.” The badger smirked. “You ready to go see your daddy?”

Niel glared and reached for the sword. “If I take that thing and stab you through with it, are you
going to survive?”’

Grant was before him and holding his hand. “T told you not to touch it. You might not survive the
attempt.”
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Chapter Fifteen

(just realized that Boiseuil and Poulenat at less than 3 miles from one another (I utterly missed how
‘small’ France is compared to Canada. I am arbitrarily moving Victor to Le Breuil, France, so we can
keep Niel having to wait for a car to drive him to see his father)

#
Niel looked out at the passing countryside. A lot of vineyards, fields, with trees in the distance, as well
as clusters of houses. And that was in the first ten minutes of the drive. His driver, a badger who kept
glancing at him in the rearview mirror, had said it would be a thirty-minute drive to Boisseuil. After
leaving the greater Twin Cities area, it could be half an hour before encountering anything resembling a
town.

He pulled his attention from the view and looked at his phone. Four messages from his dad,
eight texts. He should check them. Ifnot, he should at least send him a message letting him know he was
okay. He turned the phone off. His dad hadn’t told him about Jarod for eighteen fucking years. He
could wait until he was back to find out how Niel was doing.

“So,” the driver said, his accent thick. “Jacques said need sex to live.” The grin made it plain
what the man expected they’d be doing soon.

“How about you keep both hands on the wheel and watch where you’re going instead of
jerking off to something that isn’t going to happen?”’

The badger muttered in French, but he put his hand back on the wheel and stopped glancing at
Neil in the rearview mirror.

% sk sk ok ok

“What is this,” Niel muttered to himself, watching the picturesque houses with whitewashed
walls and exposed beams they slowly drove by, “a movie set?” it was exactly what he’d imagmned a
town in France would look like, build from the occasional foreign movie he’d watch i history class, or
at home. There was a series of old films with Louis de Funes he’d been curious about after one of his
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teachers had mentioned the comedian.

Wide roads with almost no vehicles other than bicycles and the occasional farm tractor. The
cafes had open terraces with people drinking. The building had a sense of maintained age to them and
the people looked happy, at peace.

It was all so surreal.

“We’re here,” the driver said as he stopped the car. “Numeros quarante-trois is the one over
there.”

Niel was out of the car and headed for Forty-three Rue du Boucher. It was the two-story house
with a whitewash that was more gray, and a few of the exposed beams looked to have been replaced
recently.

He knocked on the door and realized he was nervous. What was he supposed to say? Hi, I'm
your son, felt like too cold of an opening.

The door opened and instead of Jarod, a girl of maybe ten looked at him and asked a question
in French.

Fuck, did they even speak English? “Is Jarod Irvine here?” he stammered out.

She rolled her eyes and went inside, yelling something. The one word he understood was
American, although the pronunciation was definitely French. Not long after that, another raccoon came
to the door, this one a guy in his mid-twenties at most. He was the twin of the picture his dad had shown
him of Jarod.

The man looked Niel up and down and his expression became a mix of tired and annoyed.
“What do you want?”” There was no accent at all, and while the tone was mostly neutral, the words
were definitely clipped.

Niel opened his mouth to lay into the man about never contacting him, but the girl was hanging
back, watching attentively.

He swallowed his anger. “I’d like you to call that messaging service you gave my dad, your
grandson, as a contact once in a while.”

The man mutters something to himself. Not English or French, or German, but the tone was
angry.

“Jarod?” a woman asked, then appeared in the hallway, a girl no more than five next to her. She
was holding onto her leg as if she was afraid someone would steal her mother away. The rest of what
she said, Niel didn’t understand. Jarod escorted her back but left the door open, so Niel wasn’t
surprised when he returned, putting on a jacket.

As soon as he closed the door, Jarod rounded on Niel. “I don’t know what you’ve been told,
but if you’re here so I'll fuck you, leave.”

“Where the fuck do you get off thinking that’s what I want?”” Niel snapped. “Don’t you think I’d
like to know who my father is?”

“Stewart is your father, not me.”

“Bullshit! It’s your DNA that’s running through my veins. If you didn’t want to have to deal with
me, you should have stayed out of my family’s affairs.”

“I got involved because Stewart basically begged me for a child.”

“Well, congratulation, here I fucking am. And because of that, there are things I need to know,
things that would have been fucking nice if you’d been around to teach me before this was dumped on
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me.

The raccoon rolled his eyes. “What you’re asking about isn’t sunshine and puppies. It’s not
something you want to be involved in, the consequences are—"’

“Oh, fuck off with consequences. They’ve already happened. So I'm going to get you to explain
this whole fucking thing to me.”

“What are you talking about?” Jarod asked, seemingly surprised.

Now it was Niel’s turn to roll his eyes. “The need ‘sex to survive’ thing. What else did you think
I was talking about?”

Jarod shook his head, started to reply, then looked around; Niel followed his gaze. Their
shouting had attracted quite the crowd, and Jarod seemed embarrassed at that. He spoke to them in
French, indicating Niel, and got chuckles out of them before they dispersed. If not for how red Jarod’s
ears were, Niel might think he had been made the butt of a joke.

“We’re lucky neither of us mentioned magic,” Jarod said. “Although I had to explain the needs
sex to live part as you never getting enough.” He sighed. “How about we take this somewhere we can
have a modicum of privacy?”’

Niel nodded and motioned to the badger who’d stayed by the car through all this that he and
Jarod were heading off together.

% sk sk ok ok

The Cafe was a few minutes’ walk from Jarod’s house, and he ordered something in French as
soon as they entered to the buck behind the counter, then took Niel to a booth in the back of the room,
away from the sunlight entering via the large bay window. The badger who entered after them sat at a
table near the door. Niel was almost as annoyed at him as he was at Jarod.

He didn’t need a babysitter.

Niel opened his mouth, but the server placed sandwiches before him and Jarod, along with a
large mug of something that was the color of hot chocolate but smelled of coffee. Niel ground his teeth
when Jarod started eating instead of talking.

“Eat,” the raccoon said between bites.

“I’'m not hungry,” Niel snapped.

“One, keep your voice down. If you draw attention to us, there’s nothing I can do about it.
Two, eat so people won’t start asking questions. You have no idea how weird people get when they
start noticing you don’t have to go to the shitter anymore.”

“Maybe you never had to deal with it, being the first and all that? But right now, if I eat anything,
it’s going to come out explosively, so if anyone asks, just tell them I’'m too pissed to eat. As for being
noticed.” (and I swear, when I gave Niel the cone of silence, I didn’t think of'this scene at all) Niel cut
his finger and used the blood to trace the cone of silence phrase. Olavo had warned him against using
blood, but Niel wasn’t reaching in his pants in a public place. “Now I can scream at you as much as |
want and no one will hear.”

Jarod looked at the sigils and seemed to deflate slightly. “How did it happen?”

“How do you think?”’

“I'm trying to understand this, Niel. Believe it or not, I have no idea what happened to you right
now.”

Niel let out a breath and eyes the mug. Well, he’d drank broth without a problem and he
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needed something, It turned out to be coflee, very hot and with far more milk than he preferred.

“There was a party; I had sex with a guy who happens to be from the Survivors.”

Jarod shook his head, then looked at the phrase in blood on the tabletop. “I didn’t know that
could happen,” he stated, as if that absolved him of everything. “When did you find out?”

“Last weekend. My football coach—1Jarod rolled his eyes—has this stupid tradition he gets the
seniors to perform for No Nut November. I still managed to have sex until the away game where he
cock-blocked me constantly. That left me tired and the next day I thought I’d caught something during
the game. A stomach bug or something like that. I was too tired to have sex, and it got worse enough I
had to be hospitalized the next day. The doctors were baffled by my results, and before you freak out,
the local Society family took care of that. Dad put two and two together and knew just enough to insist
I go home. Instead, he drove me to a friend of his. We had sex, and I felt better. When he showed me
your picture, [ was pretty sure you weren’t who I had sex with, but the party was pretty wild, so [ went
to the guys who organized it, they’re Society, and that’s when I found out about my friend and his
connection to the Survivors.”

“Does your father know you’re here?”

“Oh, I don’t know, do you?”

“Does Stewart know you’re here?”” Jarod corrected pointedly.

“Yes... actually, no. He thinks I’m in Argentina.”

“Why would he think you’re there?”

“There’s where my friend is from, and when he told his father what had happened, but Cuevas
asked to see me.”

“Why?”

“I never got an answer on that. The Patriarch freaked out when he found out I’m your son. Did
you even stick around to find out if you had a boy or a girl?”” Niel demanded before Jarod could ask
another question.

He shrugged. “Never had a boy before, didn’t expect this to be a first.”

“So you’d have hung around if you’d found out?”

“No. Stewart asked for a kid, I gave him one; my job was done.”

“So my dad just let you bang my mom?” Niel asked angrily.

Jarod chuckled. “It’s the twenty-first century, Niel, not the nineteenth. There is something called
an artificial womb.”

“I thought you had to put it in to have a kid.”” Somewhere in one of the memories the bat gave
him, someone explained that to him.

“So does just about everyone.” Jarod smirked. “Won’t it be fun when they found out?” His
amusement died. “On second thought, don’t tell them. I have no interest in having to disappear again.”

“Oh? Disappearing on me was enough?”

“It wasn’t about you, Niel. I didn’t leave you. I was never there. I wasn’t supposed to be part
of your life. Stewart never said it, but I could see it on his face the entire time I was there. This fear that
if I stayed it would strain his marriage.”

“Fine. That wasn’t about me. Okay. You weren’t kept appraised of what happened to me, so
you didn’t care to get involved. I’m here now. So how about you get involved.”

“No. I don’t know what you want, Niel.”
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“I want a father, to start with.”

“You have one,” Jarod said through gritted teeth.

“He lied to me!”” Niel was up, hands on the table, in Jarod’s face. “For eighteen fucking years,
he kept you a secret. What kind of father does that to his son?”

“One that understands I would do you any good, Niel. Sit down before people wonder why
they can’t hear you.”

“You can’t send me away.” Niel crossed his arms over his chest.

“I’'m pretty sure if I tell that badger over there to take you away, he will.”

“Damn it, there are things only you can tell me about.”

“Asked the Cuevas. They’ll know the stuff you have to know.”

“Don’t act like I don’t mean anything to you!”

“I’'m not acting, Niel. I am not who you think I am.”

“You’re my father!”

Jarod ran a hand over his face. “Stewart is your father, not me.”

“Fine! He’d your grandson, which makes me your great-grandson, so don’t fucking act like
we’re not family!” He was standing again, and he sat before Jarod told him to.

“Steward didn’t consider me family until he needed me for something.” He dipped his napkin in
the mug’s bottom and use the liquid to wipe the blood off the table. “We are not family, Niel. Go make
your own.”

Niel glowered at the older, young-looking raccoon, as he signaled for the check.

“Look, Niel. You have all of time to come to terms with me not being interested in being part of
your life. Right now. Go home. I’m sure this is as much of a shock to your parents as it is to you. Go to
your father and your mother so they know you’re okay.”

“My mom’s dead,” he replied, making the statement an accusation.

“I’'msorry. Niel. I'm sorry, but that is something else you’ll have to learn to get used to.”
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Chapter Sixteen

“The bridge is approaching,” the driver said.

Niel looked ahead, momentarily wondering why the badger was bringing that up. Then
remembered the exchange on the way to the town. He glared at the man through the rearview mirror.
Did he really think now was the time to be flippant and—

The eyes that looked back at him had no mirth in them and Niel realized the man was offering
him a way to distract himself. He was almost pissed at how thoughtful the driver was, but that was the
need to use anger to avoid feeling the rest of what he felt.

He shook his head and went back to looking out the window.

He wanted to feel something, This was too much like what he remember losing is mom had felt
like. That emptiness inside him demanding to be filled. Only it was stupid to feel that over a man he’d
never known existed until not even a week ago, and had never met before now. He hadn’t actually lost
a father when Jarod just sent him away. So why the fuck did it feel like he had no one all of a sudden?

“I do not know what that was about,” the driver said, looking ahead. “But if you ask, I will turn
around and kick that guy’s ass for you?”’

“Wouldn’t you rather fuck it?” Niel snapped.

“Oui. But you are who I am looking after, so I will do what you want.” The driver’s lips quirked
in a smile. “T will fuck you if you want.”

Niel opened his mouth, maybe sex would be good. It would give him something other than— he
frowned as smoke became visible in the distance. He tried to remember if he’d seen a fireplace at
Victor’s house, then realized that was a lot of smoke for a chimney.

“Do they have bonfires around here?”” Niel asked as the driver picker up speed, cursing in
French.

& %k %k ok sk

“Remain in the car,” the driver said as he brought up to a skidding stop. Before Niel could
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respond, the badger was out and running at the battle.

The house was on fire and partially collapsed. Outside, people were fighting. Easily two dozen
and Niel didn’t recognize most of them.

One swung a stick like a baseball bat, no, that was a baseball bat, and the detonation as if
stopped was so intense that the car he was in shook even if it hadn’t been aimed at him. Niel on caught
a glimpse of the bear that had been the target before he vanished in the distance. A lot of the people had
weird weapons. Weirder than a baseball bat anyway.

A woman held a crook like that shepards held in really old pictures. She pointed it at a bear
who was aiming a gun and he contorted until he was on all four and Niel lost sight of it. He found
someone he knew just as Jacques was stuck with the baseball bat wielding marmot. Niel scrambled out
of'the car, working out one when the badger impacted it and shrapnel erupted, that he’d subconsciously
worked out that would happen.

The badger climbed out of the furrow he’d made i the ground, coursing loudly in French. His
clothing were burned, rippled, melted and... was that Christmas wrapping paper dangling from below
the pant’s knee?

“What is going on?” Niel asked and Jacques stared at him, asking a question in French.
“English.”

“What are you doing here?”

“Trying to figure out what’s going on?”’

“Jacques!” someone yelled, the Germain accent tell Niel who it was before the collie slid behind
the car.

“I’'m fine,” the badger replied. “It’s not like they can hurt me.”

“You didn’t know your power made you immune to transmutation,” Hubert accused him,
pointing at the exposed leg.

“It’s not like I ever tried that.” He dusted himself but kept low. “‘You need to get Niel behind the
barn with other others.”

“What the fuck is going on?”” Niel demanded.

“Chamber attack,” the collie replied.

“What?”” Niel asked.

“Not the time or the place to answer questions,” Hubert said and looked over car’s hood. “I
don’t see Thomas.”

“He was popping in and out, getting people behind the barn last I saw him.”

“Who’s left?”

“I don’t know. They attacked while a lot of the field workers were in the house, eating Nadia’s
cooking,”

“The house is on fire!” Niel exclaimed and got a look from both of them that had his ears folding
back. Of course they knew. They’d been here when it happened.

“Grant took care of the woman with the fire staff, but none of the hoses have water and no one
among the Dumier had fire as a power or water or anything that could put it out. There’s nothing we can
do to save it.”

“That doesn’t make any sense,” Jacques said. “I saw a group of them run in before it was fire
bombed.”
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Hubert shrugged and pushed the car on its side with a hand. “Stay with me, Niel.”” He grabbed
the undercarriage and lifted it an inch of the ground. He look at Jacque. “A citreon? Really? Doesn’t
anyone in this country have a decent Germain car?”

“Look, my family is in the arts, okay? Not military armament.”

“A Volkswagen is better built than this tin can.” The collie began walking. “Where are you
going?” he demanded when Jacques ran in the opposite direction.

“The house. I can’t believe they killed their own people, so I want to find out what they are up
to.”

“Idiot!” he yelled after the badger. “You still need to breath!” He cursed in Germain. “Niel, you
need to run, if I let him reach the house he will kill himself of smoke nhalation.”

“Aren’t you going to die the same way if you go in there with him?”

The collie grinned. “Who said I was going in there? Run.” He turned and threw the car at the
badger. Niel stared in shock, then noticed the three people with something in their hands who had also
noticed the collie and ran for the barn.

Light flashed behind him, and heat, then the barn was between him and most of the fighting. He
watched Hubert dodge laser beams that came from a large flashlight? Who the fuck were those
people? Niel understood Magic changed things, but a flashlight that threw lasers? A baseball bat that
packed enough of a punch to send Jacques through a fucking car? This was insane?

He heard a commotion at the back of the barn and ran for it. He rounded the corner on a man
holding a scythe, his back to Niel and pointing it at a group of men and woman in work clothing. One
was on the ground, withering away as Niel watched.

He ran at the man and tackled him before he could aiming it at someone else. The guraffe
bucked under him but Niel hung on, then the scythe was raised and Niel cursed. He grabbed it before it
could hurt anyone and—

It hurt.

Niel hardly felt the impact as he landed from the pain coursing through him. He couldn’t move,
he could barely think. How could anything hurt this much? He wanted to scream, but his through was
constricted. He had trouble breathing he realized. His lungs didn’t respond, he was suffocating, on top
of'being torn apart.

Then the pain lowered a little, enough his lungs worked again and he rolled on his side, gasping.
He still waned to scream, but the sight of the kangaroo ripping the scythe out of the giraffe’s hand,
kicking him away, then bringing it down on his knee and shattering it in hundred of pieces was just too
amazing to be interrupted by screams.

The giraffe was up and screaming, but Grant punched him twice and he stayed down. Then he
walked to Niel and knent next to him. “That was really brave,” the kangaroo said, “especially since I
warned you staves won’t let someone claimed by a god touch it.”

Was that what it had been? Maybe he wouldn’t tell him he hadn’t realized that, or even
remembered the warning. Being brave sounded better than being stupid right now.

The kangaroo pulled Niel to a sitting position and placed something around his chest and the
pain vanished. Niel slumped and nearly lost consciousness from the relief.

“Can’t have that,” Grant said, shaking him. “There’s still stuff to do and I could use the help.”

“With what,” Niel mumbled, pushing the decide to close his eyes away. The pain was gone, so
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he needed to help. You didn’t bail out on the team just because you’d been an idiot and partied all night.
He got to his feet and Grant steadied him.

“They’re here for the staff. We need to keep them out of the house until it’s burned down.”

“Jacques saw three of them go in,” Niel said, distracted by the phone buzzing in his pants. He
took it out. “Hello?”

“Finally,” a woman said. “Don’t you ever answer you phone? There’s like a dozen missed called
i there. Do you have any idea how hard it is to work through the disruption the Chamber’s is throwing
up? You are lucky I got my worm in your phone before you were in there.”

“Who is this?”

She sighed. “Just let me talk with Grant if he’s around. I’m not wasting time explainign things to
you.

“It’s for you,” he said, handing the phone.

“Shila?”

Thomas appeared, placing an injured bear down and when he looked in Grant’s direction, the
kangaroo shook his head and made ashooing motion. The rat looked over his should and vanished.

“I don’t know if we can hold out that long. The Chamber didn’t hold anything back this time. I
had seven Dumier watching over the property and they are all down at this point.” He looked at Niel. “1
think they might already have reached Joan’s staff.”

Roland made it around the corner with an older man over his shoulder

“I know,” Grant snapped. “The first thing I did two years ago was add my own talismans as
security. But like I just told you, they brought out everyone. I think every Chamber agents in the
surrounding countries might be here.”

Niel left Grant to whoever that was and ran to help Roland with the injured man. Maybe he’d
get answers now.

“What happened?”

“These assholes showed up while we were having a nearly lunch and totally ruined it. The
Dumier guards fought back while Grant got Vic and the rest of my family to safety.”

“And why aren’t you with them?”

The rat looked at Niel, dumbfounded. “Because I can help?”

“How? You’re just like me. Like them.” He indicated the workers.

“I’'m Society, [ have a duty to help.”

“You don’t even have powers.”

“IT'do.”

Niel stared.

“Okay, I don’t know what it is, but I had my ceremony, so I do have powers. I know it isn’t
precognition, or telekinesis, or teleportation, or controlling fire or—"

“T get it. You have no idea what your power is. More reasons to stay out of the fighting.”

“These assholes attacked my brother’s home. Do you have any idea how terrified Victor is of
anything relating to magic? This is going to set back the work the shrink’s been doing with him
decades.” He paused. “And even worse they attacked before I had dessert. Mom made her pineapple
upside down cake.”
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Niel nearly called Roland out on that stupidity, but he’d had Niadia’s upside down Pineapple
cake, and it was really good. The rat grinned at Niel’s hesitation.

“You’re going to get yourself killed.”

Roland shook his head. “T’m just getting the people who couldn’t make it here that Thomas
hasn’t had the time to get to yet. He’s focusing on anyone in bad condition.”

“The Merciers are twenty minutes out,” Grant said, handing Niel his phone back. “That’s how
long we need to stall the Chamber.” He didn’t sound confident.

“Thomas isn’t going to be happy,” Roland said.

“Fortunately, the Mercier isn’t one of the things your brother is irrational about. He’ll understand
they were the closest ones to us. It doesn’t change the fact they are too far to do us any good.”

“So we keep rescuing people,” Roland said. “Most of them are already here. Bruno,” he
pointed to the bear seated against the barn, missing his left arm. “Can still blast anyone coming here.
“Right Bruno?”

The bear gave a thumbs up, then the arm dropped like it was too heavy. Two other bears were
unconscious next ot him. Or at least Niel hoped they were unconscious.

“Roland,” Grant said. “This isn’t some—"

“This is Vic’s home. I’m not sitting back like some scared kid. Even if I was scared, they totaled
where my brother lives. They aren’t getting away with that.”

“You brother is fine, Roland. The panic room can survive anything short of a nuclear explosion
with the amount of magic that went into building it. Getting yourself killed isn’t going to help his state of
mind.”

“I have magic and power,” The rat replied.

The kangaroo rubbed his face. “I wish you were like like Thomas when he got his power. At
least he was wisely reluctant to throw himself in danger.”

“Are we talking about the same Thomas who ran toward the fight you almost lost against six
Chamber agents?”

“It was only three,” Grant replied. “And he didn’t know how dangerous it was.”

“Right because lasers and earth moving is so normal.”

Grant closed his eyes and let out a groan which caused Roland to smile in victory.

“Fine,” the kangaroo said. “But be careful, Thomas isn’t going to forgive me if you get yourself
killed.”

“I won’t. Come on Niel.” Roland said and ran to the edge of the barn.

“He won’t...” Niel said. “Get himselfkilled, or be careful?”

“He’s your best friend,” Grant replied in exasperation. “You’d know more than I would.”

“I think he’s a little high on the idea of having some sort of power.”

“Then we better make sure he stays alive to figure out what it is.”

Niel reach where Roland had been and the Rat was already ducking behind an overturned
minivan. Explosions and lasers and fire balls flew around and as far as Niel could tell, these Chamber
people were just blasting randomly at this point. In there was anyone left to oppose them, they were
staying down.

When Roland Motioned to him, Niel hesitated, then ran to join him.
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“I’'m going to make a run for that car, the driver was on the other side the last time, unconscious.
He’s a Dumier, but I don’t know what his power is. I’ll signal you when to come.” The rat was running
before Niel could protest.

He studies the field. The car in question was halfway between the house and the barn. It could
have been driven there on purpose to give people heading for the barn some cover, but now it was on
it’s side, which offered more cover, if the Chamber people weren’t already between it and the barn.

It was a good thing coming up with plays during the game wasn’t his job. He couldn’t even think
of what would be the best thing to do here if there had a bunch of people with powers at their disposal.

Roland poked his head around the car and Niel over, but before the raccoon could move,
something exploded out of the house. Roland screamed, then something large and metal impacted the
car where the rat had been standing. The car didn’t even shake from the impact as metal wrapped itself
around it.

As if that had been a signal, the Chamber people stopped throwing powers around and the
battlefield fell silent. The fire in the hole the blast created parted and three people stepped out.

At the lead was a vole holding a metal staff with red spots on it. Niel could make them out
clearly. Next to him a woman with a glass rod and on his other side a smirking rottweiler with a sword
resting on his shoulder.

“Kingsley!” Grant yelled striding toward the group. “That doesn’t belong to you!”

“Why Grant, don’t you think it’s high time you and your little group of wanna be stop hoarding
treasures like this?”

“It’s too dangerous!”

The vole rolled his eyes. “Only for people like you who prefer destroying what they claim to
stand for, rather than giving themselves over to it.” He looked at his companions. “You’re going to want
to hold on dears.”

“No!” Grant ran for them, but the baseball wielding bull stepped around an upturned truck and
swung. Grant turned and took the hit on his shoulder. The detonation happened, but the kangaroo only
slid back a foot.

In that time, the vole raised his staff and cars began sliding toward them, only to be pushed
away as they took off in the arr.
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Chapter Seventeen

“Someone help me!” Niel yelled as he ran to where the car had slid to. Roland hadn’t been where it had
been, so he had to have been dragged with it when the vole had done whatever it was he had with his
staff. “Roland’s trapped under it!”

Under. He had to be under. He did what he could not to think about how he’d been standing
between before the car when that metal barrel had collided with it. He had to have thrown himself down
at the last moment, even if Niel hadn’t seen it happen.

Grant was next to him as Niel tried to pull the car up. Who they needed was Hubert, so what
was the collie waiting for? Thomas joined them, along with others. He was whispering under his breath
frantically.

Niel caught Roland’s name multiple times there, and the tone was pleading. He understood how
he felt. Niel wanted to plead with someone, anyone, for his best friend to be okay, so Thomas had to be
frantic.

Niel heard a high pitch sound just before Jacques joined them and use some of Thomas’s blood
to write on the wreck of the car. The sound came again and Niel looked down. Motion next to the car,
like a stick figure waving their arms. Niel shook his head to clear his vision, but the form was still there.

“Roland?” he asked, dropping to a knee.

“Finally,” the tiny rat yelled, his voice famt and high pitch.

“Roland!” Thomas exclaimed, scooping up his tiny, naked brother. “You’re alive!”

“Looks like we know what my power is,” Roland replied.

“I am so glad you’re alive. Mom and dad would have killed me if you’d died.”

“They wouldn’t have done that,” Roland said.

Thomas looked around. “Okay, the ground by the barn’s clear. You can get back to your
normal size there.”

“About that,” the tiny rat said. “I’ve been trying to do that since getting out from under the
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wreck.” He hesitated. “I think I might be stuck at this size.”
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The humor of Roland’s predicament didn’t last. There were a lot of injuries and a few deaths,
the worst of which, for Thomas and Jacques, was Hubert. His body was found under another car, a
broken transmission shaft through his chest. Not long after that, Victor came running, Orinda at his side
and the twins in tow. He hugged Thomas and apologized over and over for having hidden, instead of
trying to help. There was an instant of panic as the older rat looked around, asking after Roland, who
grabbed onto the edge of Thomas’s shirt’s breast pocket and pulled himself over it.

Instead of running off at the display of power, Victor hugged Thomas again and cried. Then
Victor and family were escorted aside and everyone else returned to looking for more dead.
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“Niel?” Thomas asked. The Raccoon was sitting against the barn, facing the setting sun,
exhausted. “How about I take you home?”’

“Shouldn’t you see to the others first?”” the Mercier who had arrived too late had taken as many
as they could to the hospital, and more have followed, but those with minor injuries were still there.

“After this, I’'m good for one teleport. Then I’'m going to be out of it for a few hours, no matter
how much sex I get. So I’m getting you home so you don’t miss classes.”

Niel snorted. “Classes don’t seem all that important right now. Not after the way we lost.”

“As stupid as it might sound, this isn’t your fight, or even mine. Vic was staying here because the
magic protecting that staff was supposed to also keep him and his family safe. Grant never expected it
to be attacked by the Chamber.”

“Who are those people? I never got an answer.”

Thomas rubbed his face. “Grant is the one who really knows. As far as I’ve worked out, they’re
from two sides of the same faction who are at war over the staffs, but it’s actually a lot more
complicated than that. Grant and that vole have a history, and that’s about all I really know.”

Niel nodded. “Roland?”

“Still about an inch in height. He’s with Vic and his family; the twins are having a grand time
chasing him with some of their figurines. Jacques doesn’t think it’s permanent, but we need people
who’ve studied powers to be sure.” He sighed. “Now I kind of which he had gotten super speed. I
already lost him three times. One of the Mercier nearly stepped on him. Everyone is going to the Dumier
estate as soon as they arrive. That’s the only safe landing spot I have left in the country. The vole’s
departure did a number on the front and inside of the barn and I don’t know if that’s enough to screw
up my ‘intimate knowledge’ of my landing spot, and I’m not testing it now.”

Niel nodded, a reflex rather than understanding. He didn’t know how Thomas’s power worked,
so he took him at his word. He stood. “Is anyone else coming?”’

“No, you get the travel the Thomas Express all by yourself this time.” The rat placed a hand on
Niel’s shoulder and before the raccoon could respond to that stupid name, they were in Minneapolis,
and the Kuno was making sure Niel was busy.
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It shouldn’t be this easy, Niel thought, for everything to go back to normal after that day. A part
of him insisted his life should have stopped. The destruction and the deaths should just have brought
everything to an end.
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Instead, after the middle of the night sex with the guys of Sigma Theta Gamma, he slept for a
few hours and had gone to class. As far as his dad was concerned, Niel had flown back from Argentina
on Sunday and spent the time with the guys. They’d argued about why Niel hadn’t called to let him
know he was back. He’d almost told him about the attack in France, but to explain what he was doing
there would mean talking about Jarod, and he was not ready to do that with his dad.

Normal now meant meeting up with Limbani after his morning drill. The monkey had jumped at
the chance to be Niel’s ensured daily sex. He had even tried to talk the frat into having Niel move there
so they could all get in on ensuring he always had enough sex, but Kuno had vetoed the idea. They all
liked Niel, but they weren’t letting someone who wasn’t from a family in again.

Not after Thomas.

In between his classes, Niel made his own hook-ups happen. It wasn’t because he needed it
once a day, he was limiting himself to that. Olavo had told him he couldn’t stock them up. And Niel had
just looked at him and challenged the Capybara to have sex only once a day since that was all he too
needed to survive.

And within a few days, it was normal, and it was too easy to think of France as some strange
nightmare that hadn’t really happened. Until he got a message from Roland via Thomas, since he was
still one inch tall, telling him about the things he was getting up with.

Way too many of those messages came with pictures. Niel was accepting of sex in all its strange
forms, but... well, he realized that the idea someone the size of Roland would find ways of still doing
it... was taking some getting used to.

Still, things were now normal enough he was here in the library working on his ancient Rome
paper, trying to find something on it the teacher hadn’t already read papers on a hundred times. Most of
the Caesars were out, even the least known would be the subject of a paper because someone had
wanted to do a paper on Julius, but decided he was too famous and went looking for the most obscure
one.

Maybe he could talk about the roads? He could use the ‘all roads lead to Rome’ phrase i it
and get points for dropping modern expressions in the paper. He’d noticed the teacher liked using them.

Was it a modern expression? A quick search online told him it went as far back as the twelfth
century. Not modern at all, but it gave him an idea of how to approach his paper. He could go at the
roman empire sideways; see what other proverbs and saying it had spawned that still resonated today.

He was in the Ancient Rome section, looking for a specific philosopher’s book since the internet
had mentioned a few modern sayings linked to it, when someone else stepped into it. Niel paused,
recognizing the Pallas Cat, and wondered what he was doing here. He’d know if he was a history
student, even from one of the other years, and there weren’t any other reasons to come to this section,
except...

“Hello,” Fedor said, “Saw you come this way. Wanted to say hello.”

Niel smiled at the accent. He’d forgotten how thick it was. “You waited until I was all the way
back here to want to say hello?”

The pallas cat smiled. “May have heard stories of Ancient Roman exploits.”

Niel walked toward Fedor and the cat met him halfway. “And you somehow knew this is where
I was coming?”’

The cat ran a finger down the raccoon’s shirt. “May have heard of Niel’s own exploits among
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Ancient Romans.”

Niel cupped Fedor’s crotch. The cat was already hard. “You’re looking for a repeat of the
party?”

Fedor frowned. ‘“Party was good.”

Niel chuckled and unzipped the cat. “You were really good.” He pulled the cock out and
stroked it. Hard, thick, and longer than average. He remembered how good it had felt. Now he was
curious how it tasted. He drooped to his knees and swallowed the cock to the root before the cat said
anything. Then he was too busy moaning to try.

The pants dropped as Niel deep throated the cock and he took hold of the balls, impressed
with how thick the fur was there too. A squeeze had the cat thrust in his muzzle with a grunt. Then a
hand on his head held him in place as Fedor took over. The cock moved in his muzzle, going deep, then
shallow and deep again. The grunting intensified, the thrusting became more urgent, then cum was filling
his muzzle. A lot of it and Niel had to quickly swallow. When Fedor let go of his head, Niel stood.

“I do same?”’ the cat asked, still panting.

Niel smiled. “If it’s the same to you, I would like a go at that ass of yours.”

“Not the same,” Fedor replied, frowning. “You suck me. The same is I suck you.”

Niel stifled the laughter. “It’s an expression, Fedor. It means ‘if you don’t mind’.”

“English is strange. Russian is more straight.”

Niel covered his muzzle, this time needing the help to keep the volume down. “I think you mean
straightforward.”

The pallas cat looked about to say something, then shook his head. “Fucking me is fine.”

Niel grinned and turned the pallas cat around and sank in his finger into the thick ass fur. “T love
this,” he whispered.

“You can give massage,” Fedor said. “After fuck.”

Niel grinned and took the packet of lube out of his pants before dropping them. “Try not to be
too loud,” he whispered, then slowly pushed his lubed cock in the pallas cat’s ass.

#
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Chapter Fighteen

“Look,” Niel told Olavo. “I’'m not asking for you to get me the entire encyclopedia on them, I’d just like
one book, you know, the overall history.”

The capybara pulled the raccoon into his bedroom. “And I would like to help you.” He closed
the door and took his clothes off. “But what you want doesn’t exist. The Cuevas refused to put anything
n writing,”

“So is that going to be for every family?”” Niel asked undressing. “Or is it because of the tension
I could feel in the room? Before they found out who my father was.”

“It predates this Patriarch.” Olavo pushed Niel onto the bed. “And I don’t know about the
other families.”

“Can you put me in touch with someone who—"

“Yes, yes, but after.”

Niel grinned and spread his legs.

sk sk sk ok ok

The guy Olavo put Niel in contact with turned out to be Dario. The same Dario who had sought
Niel out while he was staying with the Medeiros. The capybara had heard many stories about how the
Survivors had started, and they didn’t all agree with each other, even the people within his family didn’t
all believe the same ones to be true.

The one thing Niel did get confirmation on was that the expedition to Antarctica took place
around World War Two. It could be a little before or after, that Dario wasn’t sure of, but Nazis were
mvolved, all the stories he’d heard agreed on that. Dario agreed to contact someone he knew with the
Suzuki family and try to get them to talk with him, but made no promises.

With a starting point, Niel threw himself into research i his free time. World War two was now
so far back that just about everything had been declassified, which meant he had a lot to go through.

He found four antarctic expeditions linked to World War Two, one in Thirty-eight, one in Thirty-
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nine, in Nineteen-forty, and forty-three. There were two more by Argentina, but they only coincided
date-wise and weren’t as a result of the war. Niel felt that if either of them was where the Survivors
came from, Dario would have mentioned it. Also, the insistence on the Nazi left him feeling it was an
Allies versus Axis push behind the expedition.

That meant the Third German Expedition, the United States Service Expedition, or the German
Pacific Commerce one were the most likely. He quickly encountered a problem, each of them had
SUrvivors.

He knew five men had survived, but only because he knew about the Survivors. As far as the
public would know, this was a lost expedition. Those proved difficult to find. By the time the second
war came about, how dangerous the Antarctic was had been documented, so it didn’t take much for
any expedition to turn around as soon as things went wrong.

At least documented expedition. But if they hadn’t been documented, it was out of luck.

Then he had a thought. How much earlier would an expedition have to take place to be
considered part of the world war by historians? The Survivors considered it so, but could that be
because they saw what happened after? Or before? There was nothing after the war but close enough
Niel counted it, but before? Between thirty-three and thirty-eight, eight expeditions had been launched
for the Antarctic. Three of which were never heard of agan. None of them were by the US but one was
by the Germans, in thirty-seven, followed within a month, by a British one.

No one ever said the US was nvolved in it. Niel made an assumption because he was
American, but he didn’t even know if Jarod had been at the time of the expedition. How hard would it
have been for someone to pass themselves off as American before the advent of widespread
computers?

There wasn’t much information on the expeditions themselves. Both were noted as exploratory,
with the captain’s name and for the Germain one a list of the researcher. The British one only listed the
captain, but Niel was able to use that to find a listing of all the ships he’d captain and for whom. The
thirty-seven expedition was funded by the British Museum and the Cambridge University. From there,
he found out the expedition was in response to a report from a passing plane claiming to have seen a
structure in the ice where none were documented. There was a note mentioning a German name Niel
had seen in the list from the German expedition. It was handwritten and the scan hadn’t been great, but
it read like who had written it didn’t want to let the other have the prestige of finding proof ofa
civilization on the Antarctic.

It also mentioned the names of the people he wanted as part of the expedition, Jarod Spencer
caught Niel's attention, and looking him up, he found a picture of a raccoon in his fifties, or maybe sixties
in Cambridge’s public file, an archeology teacher and researcher. Maybe he was younger. The picture
was old and the file hadn’t been in good condition before being digitized.

He found an obituary for Jarod Spenser in forty-eight that indicated he’d been missing as part
of'an expedition to the Antarctic for years and was now officially being declared dead.

Other than the man being too old, what Niel had found lined up. So if this was the same Jarod
how did he explain the one he’d met looked like his older brother while this one could be his
grandfather?

Magic, of course. He didn’t know what had happened. Maybe they’d all been turned into
young men as part of meeting a god. Maybe it was part of the deal they’d struck. Only one person
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really knew, and Jarod had made it clear he wanted nothing to do with him. Niel didn’t think he’d
appreciate being questioned about his past. If he had been interested in reconnecting with whoever
Jarod Spencer had been, he would have gone back to that life and not become whoever he’d been until
he took the Irvine name.

#
(so I pieced all of this together feel free to change things as needed. I gave Jarod a different name than
Irvine because it wasn’t clear if that had been his name back then, or he changed it when he returned
from Antarctica. Also, his original nationality of birth was never established as far as [ remember and
could find, so I made him British. Again, feel free to change things as needed)

#
Bleary-eyed he looked up from the desk’s display when the door closed.

“Man, what have you been into these last weeks?” Brendan asked. “Have you even gotten
laid?”

“Every day,” Niel replied. “What’s with the bag?” the cougar was packing.

“I'm getting my stuff ready, my dad’s picking me up right after practice tomorrow to take me
home.”

“But tomorrow’s Wednesday.”

“Yeah, the Wednesday before thanksgiving. We don’t all live a stone's throw from here. I’'m
looking at a four-hour drive with my dad tomorrow, after having had the coach scream at me for two
hours.”

It couldn’t be.

Thanksgiving wasn’t for another two weeks. He brought up the date and was horrified at what
he saw. “Oh shit.”

“You’ve got time, relax.”

“It’s just me and my dad again this year.” This couldn’t be happening. The two of them at the
dinner table with all this tension. The previous two years had been okay, they’d miss celebrating with the
Hertz, but he and his dad hadn’t been someone who’d withheld the biggest secret possible then.

Maybe he should just not go home. Send his dad a message and claim he was busy with. ..
something. Fuck what would his father think? Niel preferring staying at the dorm rather than having
thanksgiving with him. He wasn’t that angry at him, but with just the two of them, there would be
questions, evasion, then he’d get angry and the day would be ruined.

Wait. Why did it have to be just the two of them?

He was out of his chair, jacket in hand, and out of the room before Brendan could ask what had
happened.

% sk ok sk ok

“Niel!” Limbani exclaimed on opening the door. “Hungry again?”

“Actually, no. I need your help.”

“What’s up?” Kuno called from the kitchen doorway, a pint of ice cream in hand.

The monkey put his hand in Niel’s pants. “Give me a second.”

Niel moaned as Limbani stoked him. “Lim, please, Not now.”

“Limbani, stop,” Kuno ordered. He was next to them, studying the raccoon. “What’s wrong?”’
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Reluctantly, the monkey removed his hand.

Niel caught his breath. “This should be with the rest of the guys, or at least those who aren’t
going home for Thanksgiving.” A minute later he had eight other guys in the living room with him.

“Alright. Things are a bit tense between me and my did.”

“Have you two considered fucking it out?”” Erwin asked and Niel glared at the rabbit. “What?
It’s a great way to work out the anger and then you can talk the problem through.”

“Niel isn’t Society,” Peng said. “Respect that he won’t be comfortable with some of the things
we do.”

“Whatever it is, I’ll help,” Limbani offered eagerly.

“I...” Niel looked for the right words. “No, Lim, thanks, but no.”

“I can be subdued.”

The explosion of laughter made the monkey cross his arms over his chest. “Now I know who’s
going without sex for a while.”

“I do appreciate it, and if you want to, you can help me with another problem I’m going to have
with the away game this weekend.”

“Oh, do I get to do the whole team?”

Niel sighed. Maybe someone else would be best. “We’ll revisit this. Basically, I need a wingman
to come with me to my dad’s for thanksgiving.”

“Are things that bad?”” Kuno asked.

“Is it because you went with Olavo?”” Gagan asked.

“Not really, but also kinda. I just don’t want to have thanksgiving alone with him this year, and I
thought that since some of you aren’t going home, maybe one of you would be interested in having
dinner with us.”

“Unless it’ll be vegetarian, I have to decline,” Gagan said.

“Watt,” Kuno said. “If what you’re looking to do is throw interference between you and your
dad, one person isn’t going to be enough.”

“We’re not set up to feed a large group, Kuno.”

“I wasn’t thinking of us going to your dad’s place,” the margay replied, smiling. I was thinking
of'you and him coming to my family’s place.”
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Chapter Nineteen

Niel exited the car as quickly as he could to escape the tense silence that had filled it. His dad had tried,
and failed, to fill it. Most questions faltered before they were fully uttered. The one he’d managed to say
i its entirety had been innocent enough, inquiring about Niel’s history classes, but that had made Niel
think of the research into that Antarctica expedition and Jarod’s history. The reminder of the secret his
dad withheld had only rekindled the anger, and Niel had stayed silent rather than let it explode.

The house was rather unassuming, except for its size. It was an apartment building on the
outskirt of downtown St-Paul. By the size, it could house five or six families. He suspected Kuno’s
family lived in the entire building because they were rich, and the margay had mentioned there were a lot
of guys living in his father’s house.

Niel had refused to come.

His mitial argument was that he was nowhere near upper-class enough to be with his family, to
which Kuno had rolled his eyes and quickly explained that no one in his family considered themselves
‘upper-class’. They were rich, but they all worked and had plenty of friends across a large gap of social
levels. Niel was certainly not the poorest person Kuno considered friends.

So, Niel had brought up the fact that he wouldn’t have anything appropriate to wear. He’d worn
a suit a handful of times in his life, and each one had been a rental. And that if Kuno said their
thanksgiving dinner didn’t require anyone to wear anything, he wasn’t interested in participating,.

Kuno had replied by pointing out they were Society, so wearing something was never required,
but if they had guests, they ensured they were comfortable, so everyone would be dressed for the meal.
Niel could count on that.

In a last attempt, Niel pointed out Kuno couldn’t expect his father to just agree to have Niel and
his dad over. They’d be two strangers intruding into their thanksgiving,

Kuno rolled his eyes. The two of them were friends, that would be enough to get his dad to
agree, but he was also a friend of the Hertz, who was going through a tough time. His father was going
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to be overjoyed to set a place for them at their table.

And really, Kuno had added, when the alternative was thanksgiving alone with his dad, and
maybe one or two of the guys in the room, which included Limbani, did he really want to turn him
down?

So here he was, in his best jeans and shirt and his church shoes. His Sunday Best, as his mother
had liked to call it.

He’d expected his dad to shoot down the offer once Kuno confirmed there was no problem
with the two of them attending. Instead, Stewart had been elated at the idea. Or he’d just been so
happy with Niel talking with him that he would have agreed to anything.

His father was in dress pants and a shirt that he’d wear for a meeting with his boss.

The door opened before they reached it, and a margay a few years older stood in the doorway,
watching them. The most surprising thing, in Niel’s mind, was that he was actually dressed. Jeans and an
old T-shirt with a faded design on it of stylized lightning over an electric guitar and drum set. He looked
back inside the house.

“Kuno, your friend and his dad’s here! You didn’t tell me how hot they were!”

“Bastien!” came a yelled reply, “what have I told you about ogling guests!”

“Be discreet about it!”” Bastien replied.

“And do you call what you’re doing discreet?”

“I"'m not ogling anyone, Dad!” He looked at Niel and his father and rolled his eyes. “The man
raises me for the last seven years and he thinks I’'m going to obey him more than before he took me in.”
He offered his hand. “T’m Sebastien. Everyone calls me Bastien. If you don’t, we’re going to have
problems.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Bastien,” Stewart replied, shaking the hand.

“Sorry if I made you uncomfortable, but hot guys are hot guys.”

Niel’s dad chuckled. “I’m flattered, actually.”

“Cool, there’s nothing hotter than a guy comfortable enough with himself not too offended when
another guy calls him hot.”

“I think I’'m uncomfortable enough for him,” Niel said, shaking the hand.

“There’s nothing wrong with him considering me hot, Niel.”

“It’s what I’m pretty sure he’s imagining that’s got me squirming.”

“Don’t let my cousin chase you away,” Kuno called, sounding out of breath.

“We’re not going anywhere,” Niel called back.

The margay appeared. “Good, I would have been here to welcome you, but someone—"" Kuno
glared at Bastien “—told my dad I’d volunteered to help with meal prep.”

“Did you want him to as Gaston?”

Kuno closed his mouth, then looked annoyed. “There’s thirty other guys in the house right now.
Half of whom also know how to cook. You just wanted to be sure I wouldn’t be here to supervise you.
I apologize if Bastien tried to jump your bones, whoever was in charge of installing his self-control chip
should have been fired.”

“There was no jumping,” Stewart said.

“Well....” Bastien said, looking the older raccoon up and down. Kuno pulled him inside before
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he could voice the rest. “I swear, Bass, you give the rest of us a bad name!”

“It’s Bastien,” the other margay replied.

“Come on in.” Kuno moved out of the way. “I can’t promise everyone will be on their best
behavior, but they will behave.” He took their jackets and after putting that in a closet, he escorted them
deeper in the house, where they were greeted by a lot of guys, in a wide range of age, from a little
younger than Niel, to their mid-thirties with a few in their forties or fifties.

Quickly, Niel found himself separated from his dad as everyone introduced themselves with a
shake of'the hand and... nothing more. Which threw Niel off a bit since he knew how handsy Society
men tended to be.

The few times he could track down his father, he was in a conversation with some of the older
men, although even the younger ones seemed happy to talk with him. The few who noticed him while
they talked with his dad smiled knowingly.

Niel would have to ask Kuno about that; if he could find him.

% sk sk ok ok

Niel still hadn’t located his friend by the time Dinner was called, but he’d met just about
everyone in the house, he thought, had hadn’t been offered a quickie even once. Niel just couldn’t figure
out if he was reassured they were keeping things respectable, annoyed they didn’t seem interested in
him, despite the looks he got, or just plain worried this was eventually going to explode.

The dining room was huge. Niel supposed it had to be, with more than two-thirds of the
bedrooms in the house occupied. Niel was guided to the table and found himself sitting six seats away
from the head, with Kuno next to him. His dad was on the opposite side, a few seats further, in
conversation with one of the older men.

The table was loaded with more food than Niel had ever seen. More than needed for even this
crowd, he decided. There were seven turkeys, large ones, plenty of cheese and vegetable casseroles,
potatoes in multiple forms, loaves of bread, fresh by the smell, bottles of pop, wine, beer.

The plates were plain, a large, a small, a fork, a knife, and a spoon. He realized he’d expected a
place setting with twenty different parts, with an instruction manual on how they were to be used.

“Alright everyone,” the margay at the head of the table said, as he arrived and stood before his
seat. “I want to start by thanking our guests for accepting our mvitation and to ask if there is a way you
prefer starting a meal. We aren’t traditional in our belief, but as our guests, if you want to say grace,
please feel free to do so.”

“Thank you,” Stewart replied, “but this is your home. I’ll be happy to follow whatever tradition
you do.” He was then perplexed at the snickering that caused.

Kuno’s dad, Leo, shushed everyone. “That’s kind of you. In that case, I’ll simply say. Thank
you for everything we have, have gotten, and will get. Dig in.”

Chaos erupted around the long table as everyone seemed to reach for the food at the same
time. Then, things quieted as everyone ate. Niel ate little, but what he did tasted amazing,

“Hey, Niel!” Bastien called from the other side of the table.

“Yes?”

“I thought you lived off sex.”

“Sebastien,” Leo chastised.

“What? I’m just curious. He’s from the Survivors, right? And the story is they don’t have to eat,
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just have sex. Yet there he is, eating the food we made.”

“I don’t remember you helping,” someone said.

“We, us, the Richards,” Bastian replied with an eye roll. “Not me specifically.”

“Sure,” the same person said, imbuing the one word with an impressive amount of sarcasm.

Niel caught his dad’s interested expression and had to remind himself that Stewart only had the
barest of information on what it meant for him to be a Survivor.

“I don’t need to eat,” He said. “So long as I have sex once a day, 'm good, but I can still eat,
food tastes good. That reason enough, I think.”

“You aren’t exactly eating like someone who’s loving the food.” The older man next to his father
said with a hint of reproach.

“T am.” How much did he want to say? As far as he knew, none of this was a secret to the
Society. The Survivors just liked to keep to themselves, and Jarod even more so. “But my body’s not
fully adjusted yet. If T eat too much. I basically get sick.” They didn’t need those details. “In a couple of
weeks, I should be able to eat and not have any side effect from it.”

“But you don’t get anything from the food? Like at all?”” a thirty-something asked. “I thought the
surviving off sex was like us, just what we need to do to stay powered up.”

“Powered up?” Stewart asked. And the table fell silent.

“Way to go, Russel,” someone sounding young said.

“He’s his dad,” Russel replied. “How is any of this a secret?”

Kuno groaned. “T