Stargazer

Chapter 2- Discerning


“Your assistance is required, please.”


Vivet cordially entered the room where Cap was organizing large metal crates, filled to the brim with glorious treasures brought back from her expeditions. Cap was pressing her body with all her might against a crate nearly double her size. Vivet rushed to assist her, lining up next to her on his hind paws.


As Vivet stood claustrically close to Cap, one of her long, feathery ears brushed against his cheek like a duster. He took the moment to try and draw out her scent with his twitching nose.


A faint odor underneath her feathery fur, like some sort of natural skin oil. Unable to discern anything further. I can mostly smell the chalky and metallic scents of all these crates instead.

They were barely able to move the crate together, but somehow managed to get it set in the corner of the room. Vivet volunteered to finish organizing alone to allow Cap to take a break. She happily took him up on that offer, and left him to it.


Vivet fixated his focus on sniffing everything in the room before he touched anything else, treading quietly as to not alert Cap that he was more intent on catching her scent than moving these boxes.


A box here smells of fresh leather. Another of stale, bitter plant roots. Another of…


Pausing in his sniffing-spree, Vivet’s snout vibrated with the sudden shock of a new, yet pleasant, scent assaulting his senses. He looked down to where his nose connected to see a curly, dark-blue strand of fur caught on the edge of a metal crate.


One of Cap’s.


Vivet picked it up in his paws, glancing over his shoulder, then pressed the hair strand to his nostrils, taking an audible, massive snort of its scent. Its fibers tickled his nose, threatening to make him sneeze.


Oily, greasy, a wafting of saltine body odor. It is a thin veil, but… the scent is still there.


With mischievous eyes darting over his shoulder, Vivet stuffed the strand of hair in his own puffing mane of brown fur around his neck. He continued to organize the room, seriously this time, albeit still a little bit distracted by the lingering scent of the hair strand.


Once he was finished, Vivet sat down for a spell, grooming out the ruffled fur on his gown-like tail with his dainty paws. He closed his eyes are he caressed his tail, deep in thought.


I wonder… can Cap sense my scent? I assume not. She has never been known to be that keen on sense of smell- it is unrefined in her kind. Her species has better sight, I believe. Such a pity…


Vivet decided that it was counterproductive to dwell on his and Cap’s disparity in sense of smell. He got up to go tell her that he was finished organizing the room, and to see if there was anything else she needed.


Vivet sniffed down the house’s hallways to find where Cap had gone, and soon found her in the kitchen. She was lounging on a blue cushion on the floor, blissfully licking a sugar-candy popsicle. Vivet formally walked up behind her on his hind legs, arms folded behind his arching back. He took a moment to sniff the air surrounding Cap.


Sensing a sweet crispness, like a shock of cold water on your feet in the morning. There is an aura of relaxation around Cap, like a gradient pink dawn.


Vivet cleared his throat, and Cap twisted around to face him, wagging her stubby cottonball tail. She lowered the sugar popsicle from her beak and smiled lightly, “How’s it going? Lured out by the scent of my treat?”


“You could say that.”


Her breath is heavy with sugar, as if gagged by cotton. That sweetness carries onto her voice as she opens her mouth.


Vivet said, “I finished organizing the room. Is there anything else I may assist you with?”


Cap pondered for a moment, then requested, “Go get me the leather bag laying in the main room, please.”


“Right away.”


Sure enough, the leather sack was still laying in the same spot in the main room. Vivet stood on his hind legs to pick it up, the bag being almost as big as him. He was surprised to find that it was light in comparison to its size. He made sure to be extra gentle when carrying it into the kitchen and setting it in front of Cap.


Cap said, “Thanks! Now one last thing. Hold on a moment.” She tugged the sack closer to the cushion that she sat on, pressing it against her ridged belly as she unknotted the top.


She rummaged around inside the sack for a minute, then pulled out a rectangular box that fit perfectly in her palm. She motioned for Vivet to take it, holding it out to him. Vivet accepted the small box curiously.


Its surface was smooth with a glossy finish on its surface. It was entirely uncolored, save for a painted image of a black leaf on its top right corner. Vivet opened it, only for his nostrils to be immediately assaulted with a pungent odor.


Rotting. Like decay- rich in iron, bacteria, and fermentation. Wine mixed with undercooked liver in a frothy, dark concoction, like a purple fruit left on a tree long enough to be eaten away by fauna, then to drop into the arms of fungi. But the fragrance is like a bouquet of plucked flowers to my senses- my body cannot help but enjoy its uniqueness.


Vivet looked down at the contents of the box. There were five white tissue sheets stacked upon each other, each one wet with the substance that was producing the strong scent.


Vivet mused, “These are… some of the most delectable scents I have ever been graced by. What are these?”


Cap said, “I picked them up a few planets away on my way back. They’re perfume wipes for your fur. I thought you might like them, even though I can’t smell them. I thought that you deserved a gift- after all, you’ve been here all alone, working hard to keep up with all my paperwork and arranging accommodations for my explorations. I just wanted to give you my thanks for being my butler, Vivet.”


Gratuitous…


A sudden warmth bloomed in the glands on Vivet’s inner thighs as his body began producing a thick aroma. He nodded as he put the cover back on the box, “Thank you, with all of my heart. I greatly appreciate this.”


This is something that I must treasure.


Vivet then asked what else was in the leather sack, to which Cap revealed was a bunch of miscellaneous junk and knickknacks, essentially. After that exchange, Cap dismissed Vivet to rest for a while before getting back to work organizing.


Vivet scampered on all fours towards his room at the back of the house, carrying the perfume box gingerly in his pointed muzzle. He entered his small space, making sure to lock the wooden door behind him.


The room itself was empty, save for a spread of straw cushions and sheets in the corner. A corkscrew-shaped light hung from the ceiling, illuminating shelves of incense sticks and flowering plants on the wall. A few tattered books lay open next to the cushion bed.


Vivet sat down on his haunches on the bed. He opened the box again and sucked in the scent of the perfume wipes, reveling in the divinely strong scent.


Wonderful. I will be sure to return the favor of gratitude to Cap the next time I get the chance. Ah, this glorious, glorious scent will become something that reminds me of her.


Vivet grabbed one of the damp tissues. He rubbed it between both paws, letting it soak in between the crescent-shaped pads on his palms. His gaze then slyly drifted towards his inner thigh, which was obscured by a thick gown of mottled green fur. He parted it aside to expose two protruding orange bumps on each side.


A little coyly, Vivet began to rub the perfume wipe over his orange glands, rolling over their smooth surface. He closed his eyes, marking himself with the almost-rancid scent of the perfume. He took in a deep whiff, parting his lips in pleasure.


Almost as saccharine as those sugar popsicles that Cap delights in. So divine, it is nauseating…


Vivet pressed hard on one of his glands as he spread his legs apart, letting his own scent mixed with the perfume spread across his room. He opened his mouth wider in pleasure as he rubbed the perfume wipe over the rest of his body, gliding softly over the top of his silky fur. Once he was finished with that, he set the wipe next to him and squeezed his glands, feeling their oils secrete between his fingers. After a short moment of caressing the glands, he slicked back the long fur over his large ears with it, giving them a reflective sheen.


Finally, Vivet tousled his fingers through the brown fur around his neck, pulling out the blue stand of fur that Cap had shed. He put it between his teeth, letting his saliva bind to its tip. He wiped most of his remaining gland oil on his bed, marking it with his strong scent, before he placed the strand of blue fur under his stinking sheets.


Vivet sighed. He grabbed the perfume wipe from the floor and held it close to his chest.


This is certainly a scent that will forever remind me of you.
