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“Peace for a time.”

Kensa snorted, leaning back against the ship’s rail with a raised eyebrow. The big, black Newfoundland canine was impossible to miss, though he was dressed up more so than he would usually have been for sailing the seas. With a white shirt (luxury, in a sense – but not so for the price of imported dyes), a smart jacket and a ruffled collar, he looked the part for selling to those with coin to spare. His black boots may have been no longer shiny, gritty with drying sand, after leaping down to the sands to meet their buyer and ensure trade went off without a hitch, but that was a minor point.

Above, stars glinted in the space between clouds, though a darker night was more often appreciated for what they did. Cloud cover gave them more darkness in which to do their work, though the night was not Kensa’s favourite time. He preferred bright sunshine sparkling on the water, the ship pushed onward with a driving wind filling the sails. He tilted his head back, even though his gaze still slid to the other, for he was not alone there. It had been a long time since Kensa had truly been alone.

The ship was moderately sized, shifting under them with a crewmate at the helm, the seas mild after the rough waters that had carried them to the Cornish port. But that was just why the caves and coves down there were perfect for unloading goods that, well...were perhaps not imported all that legally, to also put it softly and mildly for sensitive ears. Most of the time, they did not even dock in a harbour at all, dropping anchor some way out and taking on the laborious task of transporting goods in on the little rowboat. The ship could be manned by a small crew, though Kensa had started off as a legitimate trader, transporting produce from continent to continent. 

That had been a long time ago, nigh on ten years. He blinked slowly at his comrade, the other canine standing near the mast, though not much could be seen of his face in the low light. There was, of course, a lantern hanging nearby, bumping gently against the wood, but the flickering flame cast little light. Out on the ocean, they learned to trust their natural eyesight, even in the dark, allowing their eyes to adjust. It was better when they didn’t rely on lantern-light.

Merryn grinned, though the canine’s smile was half hidden by a “moustache” of grey fur. He was the scruffier of the two – co-captain, of course – and was probably, sometime before, a kind of terrier. Merryn didn’t care for such descriptors, however, not really, though his scruffy, grey fur was thicker and a little curlier around his face and, in particular, his rump. Kensa had grown very familiar with that lean backside over the course of their travels, smuggling goods. He might even have said it was the best reason to brave the treacherous waters for, the sudden storms that could roll in out of nowhere and toss their ship about like a mouse facing the wrath of a hungry feline.

“You say it’s peace,” Merryn said, not dressed anywhere near as fancy as Kensa had agreed to, “but it is not quiet...”

Kensa scoffed and rolled his eyes.

“And why’s that? Is it ‘cause you say I’m talking again?”

“I’d rather hear other things coming out of your mouth, that’s all.”

Kensa shivered. Damn Merryn. That dog, a few years older than him and never about to let him forget it, was too quick of wit. Or maybe Kensa was tired: it had been the usual long day, beginning before the sun had even risen over the steady horizon.

“You can’t say that here.”

Merryn shrugged, but he stepped closer, all the same, lowering his voice. Barely anyone else was awake, the crew either sleeping or doing their jobs. There was no room for slackers on a ship like that and the penalty, well... The ocean was a cruel mistress and took her fee when it pleased her. Sometimes that fee could be paid in advance, or so word went amongst the smuggler dogs.

The dog raised his paw to Kensa’s shoulder and the Newfoundland shivered. Once, he might have flinched at such a touch, expecting something coarser and harsher still to come from it, but that had changed over the years. It was Merryn who had changed that for him too, the grey-furred dog always coming with a smile, even if it was not always soft and kind. Merryn knew how to be hard and firm, where needed, but it was not a side of him Kensa often saw. They had a good crew those days and stepping things up was rarely needed. That they paid their crew well probably helped.

“You’re overthinking, dog.”

Kensa groaned.

“Don’t call me that.”

His heart hammered in his chest, the wooden deck of the ship tipping and swaying under their boots, but the canines merely adjusted their stance naturally to it, as if they were on land. Merryn, however, had that soft look in his eyes again as the mutt gently took Kensa by the wrist and pulled him below decks.

“Merryn, I can’t...”

“You can. It’s time to rest.”

Kensa snorted, heart hammering in his chest.

“I don’t actually think you have resting all that much in mind...”

But his protests were...nothing. They weren’t real, just Kensa thinking too much, that he should monitor the ship at all times, only thinking about the next thing. But the sea would guide them on, with a brisk wind filling the sails, sending them on their way at a reliable pace. There was nothing for the Newfoundland dog to do, though it took his “unofficial partner” to take him away from the strict pull of his duties.

It was the way things were as Merryn pulled him into what had become their captain’s cabin, though with only one bed. No one else dared make any comment about that or the shared relationship between them, how it had grown into a bond between sea dogs over their time sailing together. 

That was why Kensa allowed his body to mould into the shape of Merryn’s as the canine pulled him close, their lips touching. Still, Merryn held back for a moment, checking in with a pause, always making sure he wasn’t pushing Kensa too far. He knew most of Kensa’s past, the turbulent times of his puphood, but there was nothing, truly, Merryn could do about that other than make the Newfoundland’s present as good as he could.

But it was Kensa who closed the distance and kissed Merryn like he was drowning and the dog he loved, so very deeply, was the air he needed to live. Their paws found one another as they swung around, clutching one another for support, but they already had everything they needed right there. The side of the bed – nailed securely in place, of course, but there was still a sleeping hammock to string up when required – bumped into his lower legs and Kensa allowed himself to fold down onto it. A bed was, perhaps, not the most practical thing to have on a smuggler’s ship, considering that space was at a premium, though they sacrificed it from time to time when needs were such. Single bunks too wouldn’t have given them the shared space and closeness they yearned for, with each other. 

It was low, however, and the wood moderately sourced with a mattress in the fashion of the time. Neither cared, as long as it was somewhere soft for them to crash down upon, struggling with each other’s clothes as they stripped one another all the way down to their bare fur. The Newfoundland’s sheath thickened as the push of his cock teased out, but that wasn’t the focus of the moment as they pulled down each other’s undergarments, sometimes helping themselves as much as they helped the other.

And it was about the kiss. Oh, it was everything about the kiss, how their tongues moved against each other in familiar compassion, knowing the other inside out, for they had sailed together for years. There was a sense of truly knowing a fur that came from that, though Merryn still moaned into Kensa’s mouth like it was the first time they had ever kissed. It was just that special to him, the mutt marvelling at how he got to have Kensa all to himself. Maybe that was one more reason to keep the Newfoundland out on the open ocean, so no one could ever steal him away.

But Kensa was with him because that was what he wanted and nothing could ever change that. They were in it forever as Kensa found himself on top, straddling the grey dog’s hips with his cock sliding out into the clasp of his own eager fingers.

“Ah...” He moaned, keeping his voice low, though he was sure no one would disturb them. “How... How do you always know?”

“What?”

Merryn’s own voice was husky and low, filled with reverence at the moment he got to enjoy. The other canine shook his head, forgetting the words with which to convey what he meant, grinding the shaft of his cock against Merryn’s. That was enough and they humped together, losing themselves in the carnal moment that didn’t have to be anything more than what it was.

Yet it meant so much to both of them too and Merryn grunted in the back of his throat, his tail, which was shorter than Kensa’s but still thickly furred, trying to wag under his rump. It was only mildly trapped there, though Merryn would never have ever considered he was “stuck” in any way with Kensa. He rocked his cock up in turn against the other canine’s admiring how their cocks ground teasingly together, Kensa’s glinting with a hint of pre-cum at the tip already. But Kensa had always been like that: quick to get going.

“Mmm... You need this.”

“I know.”

Kensa’s voice left his lips in a whine, hips rocking, still too keen to grind against Merryn. But Merryn allowed it
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