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Nova was in her room, chilling on her phone and Checking social media, when suddenly loud voices started coming from down the stairs. The purple-haired poodle stood, tossing her phone onto her table to charge it as she went to investigate. The woman's voice was familiar.

"Tracy!" Nova calls, running down the stairs and hugging the older canine. "It's been so long!"

Tracy hugs her back. "Gosh, Nova! Your hair!" She gasps, pulling on her tight locs. "Purple?"

Nova smiles. "Yes, I needed to get away from just my black fur, and stand out a bit."

Taking a step back, Tracy looks at her carefully "You still auditioning?" She asks, a bit concerned.

"Always!" Nova grins. "What brings you by?"

Tracy Looks at Nova's morn, smirking. "Oh, nothing really, Just wanted to come gossip and catch up with your mother,"

"Well, don't let me keep you," Nova grins.

"My son Atticus is here as well, would you mind keeping him company?" Tracy asks with a smile.

"I don't see why not, where is he?"

“Behind you." A deep voice says.

Whirling, Nova gasps. "Oh!" clutching at her chest she looked up into the eyes of a huge wolfhound his silver fur at odds with his hair, dyed a rainbow of colors and tied back in a knot,

He chuckles, "Sorry, didn't mean to spook ya," he's got a friendly, lopsided grin on his muzzle and his tail wags.

Nova laughs. "Tracy! You didn't say he was my age!"

"That a problem?" Atticus grins.

"No, I was just expecting one of the younger kiddos." Nova chuckles. She eyes him up and down. "I'm not short, So you're just a giant, huh?"

Atticus laughs loudly. "That a problem?" He asks again with a grin. His hands go into his pockets as he looks down at her, looking casual.

Nova laughs, "Come on, let's go to the den and talk, I'm sure they want to talk as well." she gestures for him to follow, leading him to the den, the squishy couch calling her as she flops down, sighing as she gets off her feet.

"You good there?" Atticus asks, his brow raising, he looks concerned as he sits next to her.

"Oh, yeah, just a bit sore, took a tumble offstage," She says casually, an easy grin on her muzzle.

"Where does it hurt?" Atticus asks, leaning closer. His gaze searching.

Nova blinks, a bit surprised by his concern, "Mostly my shoulders and back." she murmurs.

"Come here, I can help." The wolfhound says, a serious expression on his face. "That sounds bad."

Nova hesitates, help with the pain sounds delightful but does she trust him enough to let him touch her? He's attractive, but... fuck it... she moves as his large hand guides her to sit between his legs. Atticus smiles as she lets him. His large hands kneaded at her sore muscles. The feeling is wonderful and she melts under his touch. He keeps it respectful only touching the sore areas, when he's done She feels a weird sense of loss at his hands leaving her, Rolling her shoulders, she groans. "stars, that does feel better, thanks."

Chuckling, Atticus rests his hands on his thighs. "you doubted me? "he teases.

"No, well... Not Really." She murmurs. "I'm not used to people offering genuine help," giving a shrug she goes to stand, but Atticus wraps a hand around her waist.

"Hold on," he says, pulling her back down. "What do you mean?"

"I've had far too many try to use me," she says quietly, tensing. But he doesn't do anything, his hand still safe. She's confused, is he coming onto her as the others have, or is he just holding her with no other intentions.

Atticus sighs, "Fuck. I'm sorry Nora..," he says, pulling back. His hand dropped from her stomach. "That's not..."

She turns to look at him, seeing the guilt in his eyes. "Gods... Atticus, I wasn't accusing you!" She says quickly.

"I know... it's okay," he says gently. "I'm just upset that stuff like that happened to you."

Sighing, Nova rubs her head, her fingers plucking at her Kinky hair, "It's fine, but thank you..." She murmurs.

Frowning Atticus notices her discomfort. "So, Ma said that you are in theatre?" he asks, trying to move to Lighter topics.

She brightens. "Oh! Yeah! I'm part of the local theatre troop. We're working on our next play right now." She's animated again, And they talk for a while, discussing her play. When there's a lull, she looks back at him, still sitting between his legs. "So, what do you do?"

Atticus gestures to his paint-splattered shirt, grinning. "Take a guess."

Nova giggles. "Artist?"

"You got it in one," he says, still grinning, his eyes dancing in mirth.

Nova laughs. "What do you paint?" she asks curiously Relaxing back against him, without realizing what she's doing.

Atticus' breath hitches slightly, his arm instinctively going around her waist, she doesn't protest, just waiting for his response. "Nature, landscapes." his voice is surprisingly steady for the racing of his heart, her scent is a light floral, lavender and lilac.

"Oh! That sounds beautiful." She says dreamily, "I've loved landscape art forever."

"Heh, maybe you can come to my gallery," He murmurs his muzzle right by her ear. "And I'll go to your performance."

Nova tilts her head back. "That sounds good." She says with a smile, "It's a date."

His heart skips. "great."

They sit in a comfortable silence for a moment then Nova gets up, finally leaving his lap. She goes to the stereo and turns on some music. Then She takes Atticus' hand and drags him up. "Let's dance! I wanna move!"

Laughing, Atticus obliges, standing and dancing with her. They hop along to the music for a bit the beat exciting and fun. She brushes against him, her lavender and lilac scent driving him crazy.

She moves gracefully, her body supple and tempting. He steps behind her, grabbing her hips. Looking back over her shoulder she grins, her ass presses back and she leans back against him. Still moving to the music, his hands grip her hips tighter and he feels his cock twitch at the feel of her against him, "You're a good dancer..." he murmurs, smirking,

Nova reaches back and cups his cheek as she grinds against him, feeling his arousal pressing against her. "You're not so bad yourself," she teases.

Chuckling, Atticus wraps his arms around her middle, drawing her closer as he buries his muzzle into her neck, "I may not be as passionate as you. But, I can keep up,"

Her eyes flash with desire and she strokes his cheek, tilting her head back to look at him. "Can you?" she teases.

His soft smile turns to a smirk as he meets the Challenge in her eyes, "I can do a lot more than just keep up, Diva. Care to test me?"

She laughs, turning in his arms to face him, her hand lifting to run over his chest, her eyes flashing with desire, heat pooling in her belly. "Sure, let's test your stamina."

Atticus' breath hitches at her touch, his eyes darkening as he looks down at the purple-haired poodle in his arms, his gaze burns into hers, intense... and hot... "I'll show you how much stamina I have." He growls.

She grins, moving closer and pressing against him, grinding against him as the music surrounds them, filling their ears, making the world narrow to just the two of them. He feels the heat coming from her body, her scent intoxicating. His heart pounds. Wrapping his arms around her, he slows them down, staring into her eyes, her movements slow, and her eyes darken. She strokes his chest, teasing at the buttons of his shirt, Atticus can feel the tension building and his cock responds, aching and throbbing. He struggles to keep his composure, his breathing heavy as he looks into her eyes, he tries to focus on dancing but loses himself in her gaze and the feel of her soft curves pressed against him.

"You out of breath already?" She teases.

Chuckling, his arms tighten around her. "No, just... admiring the view. You're a great dancer."

She stops moving, looking up at him with her huge eyes, her hands resting on the planes of his chest. "It's not the only thing I'm good at," she teases, her eyes dark and full of promise, her earlier aversion to his advances replaced by a deep, burning desire that threatens to control her.

Eyes darkening with desire, Atticus' hands tighten, gripping her even more closely. "Oh? What else are you good at, Diva?"

She shivers at the nickname, Diva, the lead. "Wouldn't you like to know," she smirks, her fingers splaying in his chest fur.

Atticus leans forward, his muzzle right next to her ear, "Yes, Diva, I would. I'm curious now, And you can't tease me with your tempting body and your claim and not
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