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“They’re spacing now—each one sizing up the
other—though Sultan seems to be the only one standing straight.
He’s a stone pillar, folks, can anything Farin does even bend him a
little?” “Perhaps with a forklift, Colin.”

The television was muted to
preserve the gentle stillness of the island’s natural beauty, intercut with scrolling closed captions of
the color commentator. Blitz tried not to gawk at the TV screen
featuring the famous-and-humongous kangaroo Sultan, engaged in a
brawl with Farin the boar in the Three Circle Arena.

The blue rabbit nursed his citrus smoothie
with the boredom only a college student could muster, ignoring his
long ears flopping along the wind line. Although the dark clouds
threatened another rain, for the moment, the sun shone from the
east. The billowing wind tasted warm and fresh and salty, and the
outdoor cafe aside the grocer kept the awning back and left the
patio uncovered.

“Ugh,” Blitz announced to
his brothers, “Pit Fighters has gotten so boring with how Sultan
wins every single fight. It was fun for one year, maybe two, but
he’s on a five-year championship streak and nobody’s even gotten
close to upsetting him. I don’t even know why he doesn’t just
retire.”

Konner, the teal-furred
middle child, was watching the screen with more interest and had
already drained his strawberry smoothie dry. “Because he has a bunch of needy fangirls who watch every
single one of his matches.”

Paris, the youngest with ears so heavy they
might never stand up straight, leaned forward on his elbows until
his purple cheeks melted into his propped-up wrists. He sighed,
letting his eyes suck in those sculpted bodies. His mango smoothie
had gone almost untouched. He tongued the end of his straw.

“Or, you know, fanboys,”
Konnor said, gesturing.

“Paris,” Blitz sighed. “You
are so hopelessly gay.”

“What!” Paris exclaimed, his
long rabbit ears standing up at the remark before flopping back
under their own weight again. “I don’t watch all of his matches!”

“Yeah,” Konnor said,
“Sometimes you have to be at school.”

“It’s amazing how
gay-pandering Pit Fighters can get,” Blitz said, eyes drawn to the
TV once more. It wasn’t like this
stuff turned him on—it was just
distracting! “Can we change it over to the
women’s bracket?” He asked.

“It’s not just gay
pandering,” Paris said, folding his arms tight against his chest.
“There’s a lot of art and skill involved. Courage. Tenacity.
Willpower.”

“Low-angle shots,” Konner
added, noting the zooms on the TV that swept right under Sultan’s
thick tail.

“Goddamn,” Blitz said. “They
just go right up into his ass now don’t they? Any closer we’d be in
his rectum.”

Paris jolted, and his nose sprouted a leak.
He dabbed a napkin to his face. Blitz and Konner both giggled.

Paris huffed, checking the
spot of blood that stained the napkin. “Guys, it’s not that funny! My nosebleeds are unrelated. I
just get them sometimes.”

“Uh-huh,” Konner said,
leaning on his arm. “Paris, if you have the hots for Sultan, it’s
fine, just admit it.”

“Fine, whatever! If you
liked guys you’d understand.”

“Konner likes guys though,” Blitz said.

“I only had the one
boyfriend!” Konner blurted. “And I don’t know if Sultan’s my type.
He’s okay, but he’s so chunky.”

“No, Komana is chunky,”
Paris said, referring to the top tier elephant fighter. “Sultan is…
prime…” He trailed off as Sultan trapped Farin in an out-of-nowhere
overhead suplex, then flipping around with grace and speed a
kangaroo that size should not have possessed. He pinned the boar
with his legs so his face was dead-smack in the kangaroo’s
crotch.

“Holy crap that leglock,”
Konner said, his jaw dropping.

“Admit it,” Blitz said,
turning to his brothers, “That’s just blatant homoeroticism…” He
only spotted Konner. “Paris?”

Konner turned too, and they noted Paris had
fallen backwards onto the red slab deck of the cafe. His tongue
lolled out like a bloated corpse, his nose ran with blood down both
of his mussy violet cheeks.

“… should we get mom?”
Konner asked, looking up toward the doors to the grocer.

“Eh, he’ll be okay,” Blitz
said, finishing his drink. “Though get his unfinished smoothie and
press it between his legs before he really embarrasses
himself.”
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“Mom, no, I’m fine,” Paris
sputtered as she wiped his cheeks with a tongue-dabbed napkin. “I’m
almost twenty, I can do it myself!”

Tyree, shorter and rounder
than any of her boys, sighed and stroked her hand over
Paris’s ruffled head and down his ears.
Paris looked down and away, embarrassed. Behind them, Blitz and
Konner both loaded the groceries into the hand cart for the trip
back uptown.

“Hon, this pent-up energy is
driving you nuts,” Tyree said. “As much as it’d aggravate your
father, you’re in need of a husband.”

“Believe me, I know.” Paris
sighed.

“Why don’t you go to the
school social with Konner tonight?” She said. “I’m sure there’ll be
cute guys there.”

“It’s just… so hard to talk
to people. I’ll just make an idiot of myself. And nobody finds that
attractive.”

“You need to work on your
self-confidence.” Tyree embraced Paris.

“Yeah, maybe,” Paris
groaned, eyes shifting toward the people out on the plaza, hoping
it was nobody he knew.

Tyree licked her thumb and
rubbed it across Paris’s cheek. Paris
flailed his arms, pushing her away. “Mom, I said—”

Blitz giggled.
“Momma’s boy!”

“Blitz, hon, there’s nothing
wrong with being special to your mother,” Tyree scolded.

“Yes there is!” Paris
exclaimed, flailing away from Tyree until he fell backwards again,
right on his tail. “Ow!”

Blitz burst out laughing.

“Stoppit!” Paris shouted.
“Mom, make him stop!”

“You’re almost twenty,” she
said in a teasing echo of his words. “Can’t you do it
yourself?”

Paris huffed, turning an
intense glare toward Blitz. The blue rabbit noted the look in his
brother’s eyes just too late, before Paris
knocked him back in a flying tackle down into the pebble garden
aside the deck. Paris wrapped Blitz’s arms right around his back,
twisting them, and shoved the rest of his face into the
rocks.

“Stop making fun of me!”
Paris yelled right in Blitz’s ear.

“Paris!” Tyree exclaimed
with shock. “That’s not what I meant!”

“Ow!” Blitz cried. “Ow, ow,
Mom, get him off me! Mom!”

 


 



Paris was certain having to
wear the puffy formal clothes for the school social was his
punishment. He felt at least three decades out of place in a
location where being six weeks out of fashion was
reputation-destroying. There was some salvageable statement in
being “retro” with the high collar and
loose cuffed pants, but he didn’t even like wearing clothes at
appropriate times. The weather of St. Marten-Cristo prevented the
need for any clothing at any point of the year, and yet tradition
and formality rules still lingered.

The venue was hardly
jumping—there were perhaps four dozen students from the university,
surrounded by posters in the hall with lame science puns. The
school had shoved lab tables all the way to the edges of the room.
This party couldn’t even get the main
stage, as the school reserved it that night for an awards ceremony,
which the students here actively avoided.

And Paris just hated this song.

“So,” Konner said, himself
wearing a belted poncho with the Free Friar
Chanters band logo printed on it.
“You gonna talk to anyone or just stand here?” He
sipped from his red plastic cup.

“I don’t see you talking to
anyone,” Paris said.

“I have a girlfriend,
remember?”

“Yeah, she lives in
Avaria.”

Konner kicked Paris in the ankle. Paris
winced and pulled his foot away.

“It’s true!” Konner
insisted.

“So, what,” Paris said,
gesturing to the clots of people milling about the floor, “You go
up to someone and bother them? That’s how introductions
work?”

“Kinda,” Konner said. “You
should have learned this stuff when you’re young.”

“I’m trying to learn now!”
Paris said. “But how is this not a recipe for
embarrassment?”

“Watch and do like I
do.”
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Konner pulled away from the
wall and sauntered up between a doe and a mouse who were talking
with a ewe, sheared underneath her thin toga. How did that even
count as clothing? Paris was certain the requirement had something
to do with covering genitals and nipples, but whatever it was
nobody besides old-timers and stuffy politicians took the taboo all
that serious anymore. All the girls’
clothing was so sheer they might as well have worn
nothing.

“Hey, what’s happening over
here?” Konner said, poking his head into the conversation. “Where’d
you get the drinks?”

“What,” the ewe said. “It’s
just punch.”

“That’s not what it smells
like,” Konner teased in sing-song.

“Shh!” The doe said, looking
around to spot the TA observer in the far corner. She pulled a
flask out of the chest of her own blouse. “I brought rum. No
telling!”

Konner held out his
cup. “Pop a little here and my lips are
zipped.”

He turned and winked in
Paris’s direction. Paris’s jaw opened; he
couldn’t believe Konner expected him to do that. It seemed more like marvelous
luck that Konner found ladies with something secret going on that
he could exploit.

He swallowed, and glancing
among the groups of people, did his best to assess whether any
grouping of guys were gay, because why bother otherwise? That
amounted to him staring at a thick and fuzzy black ram who had
nothing covering his tail. Paris’s
instinctive reaction at the sight was, oh
God, I’d love him to sit on me,
and, I wonder how big his
cock is? He checked his nose for bleeding,
but had stopped himself before he got overworked. Still, the nice,
large, round ass like two neat wads of risen dough with the short
and neat tail atop it was right
there, connected to a guy Paris knew
nothing of.

His thoughts got caught in a
loop between please let him be gay
and he’s not and he’s gonna laugh at you anyway.

He settled on
I could watch his butt all night and be
happy.

“Dude, just go,” Konner
said, swinging back around to Paris’s isolated spot. He had the doe
under one arm and the ewe under another.

Paris stared up and down at
them. Yup, the girls might as well have worn fishing nets.
“What about your girlfriend?”

“She’s in Avaria.” Konner
shrugged.

“Fine, just—rrgh—are the
guys over there gay or not?” Paris said, gesturing toward the hot
ram dude. “I hate guessing.”

“Trent?” the ewe said. “He’s
my brother.”

“Is he gay.” Paris expressed
the question as a frustrated statement.

“I dunno,” the ewe said. “He
watches a lot of Pit Fighters, though.”

“Men’s bracket?”

“Both, I think.”

“Good enough for
me!”

Before he could talk himself out of it, Paris
righted himself upward and marched right into the conversation
Trent was holding with a svelte mongoose. The ram
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