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***Content warning*** 

Fiction (n): Any creative work, chiefly any narrative work, portraying individuals, events, or places that are imaginary or in ways that are imaginary.
This story is set in a fictional world and features fictional, sapient non-human anthropomorphic characters. These fictional characters inhabit their fictional world within the context of a fictional culture with fictional societal norms and morals. 
This story contains intense sexual contact between fictional, sapient anthropomorphic characters who, were they set in the context of our real world, would be considered underage. However, in the context of their fictional settings, they are considered ‘of age.’ 
If you’re unable to separate this fictional story from your projections of moral normalcy, if this material bothers you, or if you’re under 18 years yourself, stop reading now.

*

Aethyrond, Noveca, 11th Year of the Third Vassethier Kingdom (Equivalent of ~1710 Arahanius Domini)
Percival was loitering. It was late morning, and his choice of location in which to loiter was one which would make his father turn in his grave, if he’d only been afforded such a dignity. Percival wasn’t from around these parts—the city of Aethyrond was home, but his roots, and his title, were far to the southeast in sun-drenched Acreta. Not that he would ever see it again, Percival supposed. 
*

The Acretan Revolution had overthrown the monarchy and plunged his homeland into chaos; Percival had been a boy of barely twelve when it began with uprisings and skirmishes, and by fourteen, he witnessed the mob coming for his family. His father and mother had been the Duke and Duchess of Wyvernforge, a relatively unimportant region of Acreta – except for the fact that it shared a border with Esmæna to the north. 

Percival had escaped north to Esmæna, and there had made contact with the Novecci noble House Vacius, who maintained winter estates in Seahyrst, and who had a long-standing relationship with Percival’s family. 

So, he became Percival de la Vacius, and submitted to be raised by House Vacius in Aethyrond, where his adoptive father, Eorldorman Gelvar, sought to integrate him into Novecci nobility—or at least, make it so that Percival wouldn’t embarrass them.

Percival recognised quickly that his relatively carefree life in Acreta was gone, and would forever be beyond his reach. He was technically still titled, and was formally ‘The Honourable Percival de la Vacius,’ but it was a tokenistic title at best; little more than a placeholder. “Just until Acreta settles down and you can return to take your rightful place,” Gelvar used to tell him. 

He stopped saying that when the King and Queen were publicly executed in Keshgard.
Percival’s whole life stretched out before him in the repressive, staid and above all, alien nation of Noveca. His grasp of their strange, guttural language came fairly quickly, and before long he could speak it haltingly, and then passably, and then with flourish and theatrical grandeur. But right from the start, Percival was deeply resentful of the position he’d been forced into. He had money, that was certain; much of the Acretan noble class had shifted their material wealth to neighbouring Iwica, which was well known for its political neutrality and mercantile prowess. But as a teenager without an obvious claim to any relevant title, Percy’s wealth was managed by House Vacius. He received an allowance from it, a monthly sum he could draw down upon. It galled him immensely. 
He quickly discovered that there was an underbelly to Aethyrond, in which he could spend his coin. The lower city contained a district known as Cobbleside, which lay slightly off the more heavily trafficked streets connecting to the riverside docks. It was the oldest part of the city, a jumble of teetering wooden and riverstone structures which overflowed with drinking holes, gambling dens and fleshpots, often all in the same place and occurring simultaneously. One could buy any narcotic imaginable in Cobbleside’s maze of alleys and squeezeways, and it wasn’t long before Percival began sneaking out of his noble house late at night to prowl those streets in search of a thrill. The very nature of the place was what drew him in—in Cobbleside, all were equal. Vagrants, vagabonds, whores, perverts, gamblers, brawlers and thieves shared the same streets as nobles, monks and merchants looking for a cheap thrill, and most conducted themselves with a sort of lawless, unspoken code of conduct. Those who thought they could get away without paying their dues, or came into the district with self-righteous moral outrage or total nihilism for any sort of propriety, usually didn’t last long.
Percival left his noble titles at home on those nights—to the average denizen of Cobbleside he was simply Percy Vacius, a common enough name, and rapidly carved out a name for himself as a young man of means, but not someone to be crossed or targeted for the coins that flowed from his velvet purse. 
He was fourteen the first time he ventured into Cobbleside, and did not make it home for several days, after having all of his belongings stolen on the very first night—including his clothes. He spent the next day and night chained upside-down by his ankles in a rancid debtors’ dungeon underneath a moneylender’s premises. The Cobbleside learning curve was steep.
But it had been the best night of his young life. He got so drunk he couldn’t feel his own face, got into a brawl, won a large pot of money in a gambling den and was making overtures to a pretty girl twice his age when he was hit over the head from behind and robbed. The moneylender was in the employ of the gambling den, and captured Percy when, after having been robbed, he was unable to pay the appropriate fee to the proprietor. He was greeted the following morning with a cold bucket of river water hurled on his inverted, naked body, which served to both wake him up and wash the piss, liquor, vomit and blood out of his fur. 
Released into the wild soon thereafter, Percy—naked, dripping wet, penniless and brutally hungover—had simply found an alleyway that was slightly less repulsive than average and slept most of the day away. That was where Madame Yesui had found him. She was a strange creature; at first Percy couldn’t identify her nationality or even her taxa. When she spoke, it was in Tian, a language Percy had heard only a few times in his young life. 
She was a Felid; a clouded leopard, and long way from her native home in Zhohai. 
A long way from home, like Percy. 

Madame Yesui was accompanied by a brutish Equid bodyguard with a halberd and hardened leather armour, and two servants. She ordered that Percy be taken care of; fed, clothed, washed and allowed to leave at his discretion. She’d recognised his nobility, despite his best attempts to conceal it. Perhaps it was his clean teeth, the condition and style of his hair, or lack of fleas. And, in hindsight, he figured that she’d probably recognised a future repeat client who could afford her services, or perhaps even a future employee if he couldn’t. 
Her bawdyhouse was called The Salty Rose, and Percy only vaguely remembered being half-carried back there by the two servants. It was not far from the alley in which he’d been sleeping. It was a narrow building on a very steep and equally narrow street; steep enough that the stone and wood buildings that crowded it rose like a flight of stairs up its sides. The Salty Rose, like its neighbouring buildings, was built into the hillside, such that its lower floor was below ground on the uphill side of the structure. The main entrance was partially obscured by virtue of being partially below street level, and had a lantern over its door crafted from glass to resemble a red rose. Inside, heavy curtains of rich cloth hung from the rafters, and scantily clad courtesans lounged in the common area, drinking wine and smoking various substances. Few reacted to Percy’s arrival—perhaps dragging in vagrants was part of Madame Yesui’s recruitment policy.
A pretty young Lupa girl—a fox, just like him—was tasked with cleaning him up, feeding and lending him some clothes. She spoke Acretan, and Percy was smitten with her instantly. She was called Savanna, and was the same age as him, just fourteen. She had the slender frame and slightly awkward demeanour of one who isn’t quite through their adolescence yet, as if she was yet to grow into her limbs. Her touch was skilled and confident, though, as she scrubbed his hair with a sweet smelling soap. Percy reclined in a copper bathtub full of hot water that quickly turned brown with the grime that rose from his fur. Savanna’s touch was purely business to begin with. But when she instructed him to stand so she could clean his lower half, he was forced to reveal that he had become erect from her touch. He was not exactly well-hung, even less so as a teenager. But Savanna had not reacted to it with disappointment. 

“Is this for me?” she had murmured instead, gazing at his rod with a little smile on her muzzle. 

Percy didn’t know how to reply, so he stammered an apology. 

Savanna giggled, and simply resumed cleansing his fur with the fragrant soap. She was delicate and gentle when she cleaned his groin, and cupped his small, velvety balls in her palm while she scrubbed between his buttocks with her other hand. And all the while, she’d stared at his penis, with its slightly too-short foreskin that always parted to reveal the forward half of his glans whenever he was standing erect. 
Even years later, Percy still got erections when he recalled the way she’d stared at his cock, the way she’d bitten her lip and then silently disrobed herself to stand naked before him when he’d flexed it, causing his head to swell and darken with blood. Her tiny breasts were crowned with stiff, pink nipples, and her crotch trimmed smooth to make it look like she did not yet grow the thicker, coarser fur that came with adolescence. 
He stared wantonly at her nudity, and remained erect for the whole time it took her to dry his fur. Throughout, they spoke in murmured phrases in their shared native tongue, with Savanna reassuring him and giving him instructions, and Percy mostly apologising for his inexperience.

Then she crouched slightly to run her hand between her thighs, along her vulva, and showed him her fingers. They were slimy and wet, strings of fluid making webs between her digits. 
“Your prick being so stiff made me wet,” she whispered. “I want your body. It’s been so long since I had someone my own age… and my own taxa no less.”

Percy stammered something and felt his heart hammering in his chest. 

”J-just… promise me you won’t tell anyone of this, and… please don’t spill your seed inside me. Madame Yesui markets me as a virgin still, although I am obviously not. She can only sell me to men of other taxa because my fields are barren to their foreign seed, so the illusion can be upheld for as long as none of them see me twice. But if I become pregnant that illusion shall be forever shattered, yes? And my fields are fertile for the seed of another Lupa…”
Percy had never had sex before. But he didn’t tell her that. She was clearly very skilled already, and in the end she need not have worried about getting his seed inside her, because he didn’t make it that far. 
Savanna stepped in close to him, and pressed her lithe, slender body against his own. She felt exquisite. Her lips brushed sensually over his, and her shaky, aroused breaths mingled with his own. She raised one of her legs and pushed her warm, sticky crotch against his thigh, guiding his hand to her buttock and grinding firmly onto him. Then she allowed her other hand to slide down Percy’s toned abdomen, raking her fingers through the still slightly damp fur, until they bumped the root of his stiffness. She rotated her hand to touch him, to press her palm against the underside of his raging erection and squeeze it between her hand and his body. He grunted and flexed, and she giggled and humped his leg when she felt it pulse. Then she raised her hand upward again, and ever so delicately, using only her fingertips and the barest, featheriest of touches, caressed his glans, pressing his foreskin backward to tuck it behind his coronal ridge. 
Percy sucked in a sharp gasp and ejaculated into her palm. 

His seed was thin and watery at that early stage of his adolescence, and hardly plentiful, despite the rest of his body appearing well matured for his age; at first, she didn’t realise he’d finished, and continued to caress and stroke and touch him as if he were just getting started. Clearly, she was used to older and more experienced men. 
“Ahh! S-Savanna… stop… I’m sorry!” he gasped, mortified. 

She looked confused for a moment, and then raised her hand to observe the droplets clinging to it. They were slightly opaque. 
“Did you spill your seed already, from only that touch?” she whispered. 
He nodded silently. He was expecting her to laugh, or to deride him. 

But instead, he felt her thighs squeeze around his own and her hips grind onto his leg, and she heatedly licked his emissions from her hand. 

“I take that as a compliment, you know,” she giggled. 
Later, once he’d recharged, she rode him. The silken heat of her vagina engulfing him changed Percy’s world. He was spread-eagled across her silk-clad bed, gripping the sheets in his fists and staring longingly up at her body as she rose and fell just barely an inch at a time over him. He was so stiff he thought his prick would explode. She did not move much, knowing how sensitive he was. But even so, after only a minute, he gasped and she hurriedly lifted off of him with a wet slurp, just as he orgasmed again. 
Savanna giggled adorably and straddled his chest to push her pussy into his face while she sucked his cock clean, delicately sliding her smooth tongue around the inside of his foreskin. Her vulva was puffy and swollen with arousal, and it dripped onto Percy’s face. Her scent drove him wild, and made him drive his hips upward in renewed arousal. He licked her heat, feeling the texture of her flesh and savouring the tang of her nectar, and she masturbated over his muzzle. He watched her closely, observing the way she rubbed herself and finally how both her vagina and her anus clenched rhythmically with the contractions of her climax. She made him cum once more too, with her mouth this time, and finally, for the time being, Percy softened.
And then they had spoken. Of the world, of Percy’s history, of Madame Yesui. Yesui had come first to Seilyrienna, then to Aethyrond, from her home city of Zarakan in Zhou Kaihua—she was indeed a long way from home, and Aethyrond was not an obvious choice, at first glance.
The Salty Rose, Percy soon learned, had a reputation for being somewhat looser than most when it came to the rules of engagement. Savanna was not the youngest on offer, although she herself had started there before she’d turned thirteen. Yesui had lied about that on her transcripts, of course, but those clients who were looking for youth did not need it to be in writing. The clients were thoroughly vetted by Yesui, who’d experienced the very worst older men can do to a young girl herself. They were charged handsome rates, and the popularity of the ‘underground’ rooms of the Salty Rose was evident in how richly appointed they were. And that was why Yesui had come to Aethyrond. It was deeply ingrained into Novecci society that a young woman was ‘of age’ when she was thirteen, or fifteen for a young man. And while most other regions disapproved of sex workers so young, in Noveca it was perfectly legal. Indeed, as Percy knew, Novecci nobility were typically paired off into arranged marriages at those ages.
While they spoke, Percy got another erection, and Savanna asked him what he wanted to do with it. Percy had no idea. But what followed, freed from the client-provider relationship Savanna was so used to, was gentle and exploratory and somehow even more erotic than what had already occurred. She allowed Percy to explore her with all the naïve hedonism of his youth. She showed him more of how she masturbated, and he showed her how he did it, too. He was enchanted and surprised by the variety of techniques she could use; from vigorously rubbing her clitoris as she had done earlier, to teasing it with a fingertip while two fingers of her other hand slid wetly into her vagina, to grinding her hips on his thigh, and even simply rhythmically squeezing her thighs together while rolling her hips. Then they experimented with kissing, and Savanna showed him all the parts of her body that felt nice to touch, or to kiss, or lick, or bite. Percy did not remember exactly how many more times they humped, but eventually she allowed him to orgasm with his penis inside her, after he’d demonstrated beyond reasonable doubt that there was no more seed inside him that might spill into her. And by the time he was too sore to even become erect any more, the suns were rising once again. 
Madame Yesui wafted into their room a few hours later and found them that way; naked, entwined in one another’s arms, and fast asleep. But instead of kicking him out, the exotic Felid had laid with them a moment, touched both of them intimately, and then kissed Percy full on the mouth. She tasted of tobacco and some sort of cloying, musky perfume, and seemed to float into his consciousness like an apparition on the wings of a dream. Later, Percy realised that she’d probably been checking to see whether Savanna had his seed inside her, and satisfied that she did not, had left them alone.
When Percy had eventually left the Salty Rose, clad in a borrowed tunic and leggings with instructions to return them on his next visit, he knew he’d found his niche.
*
14th Year of the Third Vassethier Kingdom (Equivalent of ~1713 Arahanius Domini)
Percy had spent the past several nights in the Salty Rose and the surrounding area, drinking, whoring, fighting and gambling. There was nothing unusual about that, particularly - the vulpine had never particularly appreciated notions like hard work. He drew a lungful of acrid smoke from a pipe, and allowed it to ooze out between his teeth, curling upward around his amber and white furred muzzle to play among the tousled locks of his raven-dark hair. His sharp, emerald green eyes peered out from beneath dark brows across the narrow alleyway that ran between the Rose and its neighbouring building. The alley was barely ten feet wide and its large, flat flagstones and central gutter indicated that it had originally hosted activities that required refuse to be efficiently transported away from the steep street a dozen yards away—perhaps tanneries, fishmongers or butcheries. There were a couple of other people around, mostly avoiding eye contact and nursing sore heads. This alleyway, like so many others of its ilk, was the kind of place decent people avoided, and like so many vampires, its denizens tended to shy away from the light of day.
It had become Percival’s paradise. 

At seventeen, the fox was slender and strong, in a wiry sort of way. His shoulders were broad, but not so much that he looked like he’d outgrown his strength. He had continued his martial training that was an expectation of Acretan nobility in his homeland, and had gained the dexterity and confidence in his body that only came from such training. His emerald-green leggings were crafted from velvet and clung to his lower body in ways that made both men and women’s eyes flick nervously downward before settling back on his characteristically cocky smirk. Into their high waistband, he had tucked his typical ruffle-necked chemise, its sleeves coarsely rolled to his elbows. His paws were clad with knee-high boots of the softest leather, and strapped to his left thigh was a garter-strap that held a wickedly curved dagger. From his belt hung a tobacco pouch and his velvet coinpurse. His tricorn hat and coat were inside the Salty Rose still, given that the former was being worn, and the latter slept upon, by two of his favourite courtesans; Saffron and Savanna.
It was a fairly normal morning, until the moment when it wasn’t. 
Rapid, noisy footsteps echoed along the alley suddenly, coming from Percival’s left, the opposite direction to the main street. It was a clumsy sound; the sound of cheap slide-on shoes slapping the grimy stones. Someone was running, in his direction. Hard. Percival’s ear flicked. He tapped out the bowl of his pipe on the corner of the Salty Rose’s foundation stonework and lazily turned his head towards the approaching cacophony. Who would be moving with such intent through these alleys, so early in the day? What he saw took him by surprise. 

A Lagorin girl. A bunny. Young. Unaccompanied.
She was wearing leggings and a linen shirt, like a boy, although the subtle curve of her waist and the slightly bouncing peaks of her budding breasts unconstrained within the shirt caught the caddish fox’s eye. The bunny’s fashion alone piqued Percival’s curiosity - Aethyrond was, among other things, an egregiously prudish society. Girls were girls and boys were boys, and ne’er the two should meet until their wedding night, was the consensus of the ruling class. It did not always filter down to the commoners, of course, but it did its very best to infiltrate all social strata, as such things are wont to do.

The bunny was breathing laboriously and her shirt was damp with sweat, for it was summer and the day was already warm. Linen rendered translucent by its dampness hung from her erect nipples in sumptuously exhibitionistic detail, each breath dragged into her protesting lungs causing those tiny, twin peaks to heave upward. Her hair, as raven dark as Percival’s own, was messy and streaked with sweat, and her pelt, which was a blend of honey-gold, deep mahogany and creamy-white, was in a similar state of dishevelment. She spotted the fox, and skidded to a halt a few feet away from him on cheap felt shoes, which had been why her footfalls had been so loud, wheezing for breath and bracing her hands on her knees. 

Percival looked around. Nobody else was paying the blindest bit of attention. Two men played dice on a crate on the other side of the alley. A street girl was laundering her dress, standing in her undergarments over a wash barrel with her tits out, while a boy about Percival’s own age stared open-mouthed at them. And the bunny was looking directly at Percival with undisguised adolescent curiosity writ large across her youthful, scruffy face. Then her muzzle split into a grin that was a huge show of bravado, brashness and buck-teeth, tempered by naïveté. 

Abruptly, she wheezed and descended into a brief coughing fit. 

Percival stepped forward.
“Are you alright?” he asked. “What in the world are you doing here by yourself? Do you even know where you are?”
The bunny nodded, hawked and spat, then straightened up and pushed her hair back out of her face with slender hands. 

“I’m fine,” she said simply. “I uh… don’t breathe so good sometimes. Hey, can I have some of your smoke?”
“Are you quite certain that smoking a pipe will do you any good whatsoever, if you already are finding it hard to breathe?”
“Sure! Opens the lungs. I already smoke all the time, you know.”

Percival found himself wondering how old she was, and what brought her here. It wasn’t like this was the very edge of Cobbleside and she’d wandered here by accident, having taken a wrong turn. The Salty Rose was in the very heart of the district. The bunny was young, that was obvious. She was displaying herself with a sort of brash roughness and chipper forwardness that piqued Percival’s senses—before he even accounted for the fact that he could see quite a lot of what her clothing was failing spectacularly to hide.
“As you please,” the fox answered. He packed the bowl of his pipe and handed it to the bunny. 

She took the clay pipe and clamped it between her teeth. “Do you have a match?”
Percival laughed, and stepped in close to light the pipe for her. He could feel himself getting an erection from their closeness. There was a definite ulterior motive to this young creature’s adventure into the debauched heart of this fleshpot of a district. Imagining it stoked Percival’s furnace, not to mention being able to easily see what lay within the bunny’s shirt, and the cleft of her vulva in her tight leggings. He didn’t make any attempt to hide the imprint of his half-erect member in his leggings, knowing the bunny could see it perfectly well if she were to look for it, and suspecting that was precisely the sort of thing she was here for.
Myrna took a deep drag from the pipe and inhaled it. Then she dropped the pipe with a crack to the ground and coughed violently for a solid minute. 
Percival patted her back until she’d recovered, and then laid a companionable arm around her skinny shoulders. She was barely up to his shoulder. 
“There there, it’s alright. Lesson learned?”

Myrna nodded silently and wheezed. “I’m sorry, I broke your pipe…”

“Think nothing of it. What, pray tell, brings you to such a den of debauchery as Cobbleside? Surely you know this place, if only for having been told by your parents to never, ever, ever come here. Yet here you are, running at such a pace through its darkest depths, and putting on your best show of standing out from the locals.”

“Hah! You talk funny,” she said. “What’s your name? I’m Myrna.”
“Percy. Percy Vacius.”

“Talk funny and got a funny name.”
“You haven’t answered my question.”

“How old d’you think I am?” the bunny asked belligerently. 

Percival blinked lazily. How should he answer? What was Myrna wanting to hear? The bunny looked to be no older than perhaps fourteen, but was she hoping to hear that she looked older? Percival took his time, and took the excuse to openly and candidly study the bunny’s nubile young frame, drinking her in with his eyes. She was still breathing somewhat laboriously, her erect nipples like diamond cutters behind the sweat-stained fabric of her shirt, and Percival could clearly smell the reek of arousal rising from her under the tang of her sweat, like the smoke from his pipe.
“Fifteen, perhaps?” Percival hazarded, eyes narrowed in contemplation. 

Myrna grinned cockily. “Nup! I’m thirteen!”

Percival chuckled silkily, and caught her looking at his crotch with barely disguised interest. He allowed it, and didn’t mention it. He even adjusted his stance to press his hips forward just a touch, to which Myrna exhaled with a wheeze and swallowed thickly. It was increasingly clear to Percival what Myrna’s situation likely was. Puberty had smashed into her like an avalanche, and in a society as staid and repressive as Noveca could be, she likely had no outlet for her wilder thoughts and notions. Perhaps, like him, she’d heard of Cobbleside as a place to Never Go, and with the oppositional stubbornness of youth had snuck out of her family home and bolted straight for it, to see what all the fuss was about. 

“Your uh… it’s… uh…” she stammered, gesturing to his groin. 

Percival laughed, and quite deliberately allowed his gaze to wander over Myrna’s body. His loins stirred still further whilst his imagination wandered to the teenage bunny compulsively, frenetically masturbating with the fervent ardour of one who has only recently discovered its joys, until he was fully erect, his penis held tightly to his body and angled toward his left hip.
“Yes, it is, isn’t it?” he said. “You’re not shy about looking, are you?”
Myrna shook her head. “Nope,” she said. “I like it when they go like that, seen it before. I don’t have one though.”

To Percival’s delight, Myrna adjusted her own stance to push her hips outward, and lifted the front of her shirt to show off her crotch. The sweat-dampened cloth of her leggings, which were clearly borrowed and too small for her, clung tightly to her body, forming a distinct cleft where they had ridden up between her labia. 
Oh, what goddess have I appeased to be gifted this nubile young libertine, right in the heart of Cobbleside? Percival thought. 
Myrna’s presentation of her femininity, so endearingly masculine in its exhibition, caused a breath to leave Percival’s lungs as a shuddering expression of lust. 
“Now you’re not shy about lookin!” Myrna chastised him, although she did not lower her shirt. 
“And why should I be?” Percival countered. “Because the prudish idiots who design the social customs of this bizarre nation say I should be ashamed that the sight of a cunt outlined so beautifully in cloth makes me want nothing more than to kneel before it and worship it as an altar of Mido?”
Myrna fluttered. Percival continued. 

“Or should I be ashamed because of your tender age, which mind you, in this place, renders you a woman in your own right; able to be married, able to become a mother… but not yet old enough to enjoy the pleasures of the flesh for their own sake, which I am… ahh… almost… of age to enjoy?”
Myrna’s eyes flicked back and forth between his face and his crotch. She seemed to hesitate a moment, as if a little bell in the back of her mind was sounding a warning knell, but then the intensity of her hormonal urges won her over. 
“Aye, right, and why should I be shy about likin’ the look of yer prick when it goes up like that, because I’m young? Or because it got that way because’o me? Wait… it did go up because’o me, yeah?”

“Who else would have caused such a growth to occur, in this moment?”

“Well… I heard sometimes it jus’ happens fer no reason.”

“Not for no reason, when one is presented with such a… sumptuous feast as you. Come now, if all you came here for was to wheeze and show off your little tits and perchance see a man get a rod in his pants over you, surely you’ve satisfied your urge now,” Percival said, somewhat teasingly. 
“What’re you sayin?”

“You’ve come to Cobbleside. You came charging up to a complete stranger in an alley outside a brothel. This place is heaving with perverts, whores, thieves, all manner of dastardly creatures of the night. You’re thirteen years old, and, I presume, came here in a moment of rashness, pulled here by a whimsical thought of dashing your innocence to shreds. I’m saying that you should keep your innocence for now, little Myrna. Go home and rub your sweet little cunt until you writhe in ecstasy, but be wary of coming to a place like this, where creatures exist who would think nothing of taking a horny little bunny girl like you who’s so wet she’s soaking through her leggings, bending her over a barrel and fucking her until she can’t think straight any more, and then dragging her off to sell her to one of the filthiest little whorehouses, where she’d be fed opium until she can’t survive without it, and put on the open market to spread her pretty little legs for anyone with a couple of coins in their pocket.”
As he spoke, Percival advanced on the little bunny, until he filled her field of vision, looming over her with a leer on his handsome face, drool stringing from one of his fangs onto her cheek, and his nose twitching with the olfactory delight of her rampant arousal and heat. Myrna was silent, and held her ground. She didn’t run away, or back up even a single pace. And when Percival looked, he saw that she was touching herself over her leggings. Just subtly, but there was a pair of fingers strumming her little lips. 

“A-are you… one of them?” she said in a small, husky voice. 

Percival chuckled and dropped his theatrics. “Brave, horny kid. No. If I was, do you think I’d be talking to you still, or that I’d perhaps already have knocked you over the head with something and be hammering my cock into you in yonder alley?”
“Would that hurt?”

“Most probably, especially if you’ve never been hit on the head before.”

Myrna laughed hoarsely. “I mean would it hurt if you hammered yer cock into my sweet little cunt?”

Percival snorted at the sound of such gratuitously vulgar words—his own—passing the lips of the teenage bunny. “Aye, most probably that too, especially if you’ve not put anything inside yourself before.”
“I put my fingers in there all the time!”

“I’m sure you do… you almost are, right now. I can see that, you realise.”
“Nnng…”

“Myrna, calm yourself. Cobbleside or no, a young girl openly pleasuring herself in the street would draw the wrong sort of attention. You could end up in trouble. Perhaps the city guard would arrest you for public indecency!” Then Percival grinned lecherously. “And then you’d be stuck in a stinking gaolhouse, and no longer be out here, free to explore yourself and this paradise of hedonism in which you find yourself. Instead… why don’t you come with me, little Lagorin? I am very good friends with Madame Yesui, who happens to own this charming establishment right here… and I have the coin to hire a nice private room for us.”
Myrna stopped rubbing herself with some reluctance, and shuddered. Did she almost just climax? Percival looked her over and then reached for her hand, the same one she’d just been using. Her fingers were clammy and damp, and he raised her hand to his muzzle to inhale deeply and wink at her. 
“D’you like how it smells?” she asked, with charming innocence.
“Oh yes, the scent to me is like the finest bouquet of roses. It is… succulent.”
“Then why dontcha take me inside so you can sniff it some more?”

“Among other things… come, little Lagorin.”

He led her not to the front door of the Salty Rose, but to a back entrance built into a tiny squeezeway between two buildings, through which the less widely accepted dalliances were admitted. 
Yesui herself was just inside, sitting in a sumptuous parlour off the back entrance hallway, clearly discussing some shady business or other with a gargantuan moose, by swallowing his cock. Myrna’s eyes almost popped out of her skull. Yesui untangled herself from the moose at the precise moment he ejaculated, sending powerful, messy sprays of semen across the expensive carpets beneath her as she bustled across to Percival and the young bunny. 
“Percy! What have you found?”
“My Duchess of the dark,” Percy said silkily, addressing Yesui. 
He raised her hand to his lips and kissed her knuckles with sensual deliberation. And when her hand withdrew, it held a coin of gold. Yesui was amused.
“Enjoy her, you filthy bastard. Try not to completely ruin her inside my house,” she said, then turned her back on them, towards her moose companion. “Laskesh’s salty tits! You got your stinking jelly all over my good rug?!”
The door slammed behind Yesui, and Percival led Myrna up a very narrow, very steep, very well-worn staircase to the Salty Rose’s private rooms.
“This place smells funny,” Myrna said. 
“It smells like decades of writhing, sweaty bodies grinding each other to ecstasy,” Percival replied with reverence, his tail switching above Myrna’s head and his fingertips trailing along the wallpaper, leading the little bunny to one of half a dozen doors set into the wall. “It is a place of fantasy and hedonism, of pleasure and flesh and orgasms and all the kinds of sexual depravity you can imagine… quite a lot more than you could imagine, I wouldn’t wonder.”
“Hmph. Try me!” Myrna said. 
Percival turned to Myrna and leered at her. He cupped her chin in one hand and firmly squeezed her arse with the other. “Well for that, I’m going to need you to tell me every little thing you’ve ever imagined, while lost in your dirty little fantasies…”
Her fluffy tail flicked and trembled beneath Percival’s hand, and a throaty little chitter rose in her throat. She shoved Percival roughly into their rented room and kicked the door shut behind her. The fox yelped in surprise and fell onto the bed, which almost entirely filled the tiny space, then turned to face Myrna and broke into a joyful, perverted laugh. “Oh, you little minx! Come now, tell me of your fantasies…”
Myrna leapt on top of Percival, bowling the fox onto his back on the bed, and crawled bodily up over him until she was sitting heavily over his hips, breathing fast. He could feel the heat of her groin radiating through her leggings, and rapidly grew stiff against her crotch. 
“Nnnngh… I can feel it goin up again,” she breathed. “It gets… stiff?”

“Mmhm. What did you expect? How else do you think a man’s prick is meant to plumb the silken depths of your sweet little cunt, unless it’s standing rigid?”

“It feels nice…” she murmured. Her voice was shaky and her hips rolled, grinding herself onto his erect cock through their clothing. “Can I see it?”
“You can do whatever you wish, little Myrna. I am yours. I am at your mercy. If you do something that hurts, I shall tell you. But I can tell you want mostly to explore and freely experiment. So here I am. Tell me of your dirtiest, most secret thoughts, and perchance you may get to experience them for real…”
Myrna whimpered, and kissed him full on the mouth. It was an awkward, fumbling kiss, the kiss of one who’d never done it before but who had perhaps been experimenting on her pillow of an evening. Percival gently stopped her with his hands on her cheeks, and guided her. Taught her with touch and sensation. He tilted his muzzle to one side and brought their lips together once more, a soft and sensual kiss, and then allowed his tongue to dance over her lips, and then between them. Myrna’s eyes opened wide in surprise and she tensed momentarily, but then arched against him, pushing her body provocatively up and down along his, and pressed her tongue clumsily forward to meet his. He growled into the kiss, and allowed his hands to slide downward over her slender body, over her back and onto her taut buttocks, which he squeezed firmly and pulled tightly into his crotch while grinding upward against her. Thus they remained for long minutes, until Myrna broke the kiss and rose up over him with her hands braced on his chest. 
“I want to see it.”

She’s so fresh she doesn’t even have any filthy thoughts she can articulate… Percival thought. Gods help me, I’m going to fucking eat her…
“Then see it you shall. And I should like to see yours, as well.”

Myrna squirmed hornily, and Percival glanced down to where a patch of wetness the size of his hand had bloomed around her crotch, soaking through her leggings and onto his own. 
“Mine always goes like this when I’m… y’know…” she complained. “Ugh, it’s so slippery…”

“I’ve not seen a woman get as wet as you in a long time, although all women experience that when they are sexually aroused. It makes it easier still, and pleasurable rather than painful, for a man’s stiff prick to plunge within… and it smells divine,” Percival assured her. “Come now, if undressing each other seems daunting, then let us instead undress ourselves.”
Myrna clambered up onto her feet, and stood in front of Percival for a moment, all but vibrating with arousal and anticipation. He took the first step, and unbuckled his various accoutrements. Then he pulled his chemise off over his head and cast it aside. Myrna made a happy noise and Percival immediately felt small hands on his toned abdomen, which wandered upward over his chest, and then inexorably back down again, and then paused at the waistband of his leggings. He chuckled, and gently guided her hand lower. She grasped his cock clumsily through his leggings, and began to vigorously rub it. He laughed softly and stopped her. 
“Easy, easy. There is no rush, Myrna. Now, how about we get this shirt and those soaked leggings off, hmm?”

Percival sat on the edge of the bed, and Myrna allowed him to unfasten the lacings of her linen shirt. His hands fell slowly to its hem, deliberately brushing over her chest on their way. Myrna gasped and tensed briefly, and instantly Percival saw both of her nipples stiffen behind the cloth once again. 
“Ooh, are those sensitive?” he teased her. 

She nodded. 

He raised his hands again, and with a caress as light as a feather, brushed his fingertips over those nubile peaks. Myrna trembled and exhaled heatedly over his face, then kissed him again, urgently. He allowed it for a moment, and then broke the kiss to lift the bunny’s shirt up and off over her head. He went slowly and sensually, pressing his hands upward along her flanks, against the grain of her sweat-damp fur. Her body was the ideal of perfection that filled the darkest recesses of Percival’s mind. Her breasts, barely budding, were crowned with soft, puffy, pink nipples which became stiff at the faintest touch. He touched them again on his way past, and watched them harden yet again. Then her shirt was off, leaving the pair of them in only their leggings, Percival having already divested himself of his boots. Already being in a convenient position, Percival let his hands drop to Myrna’s waistband. The lacings at her hips were strained, and Myrna was not broad. Clearly then, these were borrowed, most likely from a younger brother. He unlaced them, and stared openly at the soaked crotch of the garment. The subtle swell of Myrna’s pubic mound carried that faint cleft where the fabric clung to her vulva, and Percy found himself unexpectedly excited to see it. To taste her. His cock ached in his leggings, despite having been drained numerous times only the previous evening by no fewer than three different people. 
He began to peel her leggings downward, rolling the fabric over itself to move it over her hips without it catching and pulling on her fur. Once it was down to mid thigh, he brought one hand into the centre, and found that he actually needed to peel it away from her, so wet she was. The cloth came away with a dense webbing of fluid strands within it and matted to the fur of her crotch and thighs, which strung downward as the garment fell to the floor. Myrna groaned at the sensation. 
“Mido and Lakesh be blessed, look at you,” Percival murmured breathily. “I have… I have never seen one get so wet as you are, right now. That is… voluptuous…”
“Vol…what?”

“It’s beautiful. Ahh, my loins ache from the mere sight and scent of it!”

“D-does yours get that way? Kinda achey, but not in a bad way?”
“Oh yes, Myrna, I know the feeling all too well. Look, see for yourself.”
Percival, driven by his hormones, surged upright and hurriedly unbuttoned the flap at the front of his leggings, and then released the clasp from over the base of his tail. The forest green velvet crumpled and fell from his hips, and he hurriedly hung it from his prick like a towel from a peg. She giggled, and reached for it. She pulled his leggings forward and then tossed them aside. Freed, the fox’s rigid flesh sprang upward, its slightly too-short foreskin sliding back to reveal the entirety of his head, whose singular eye stared directly up at Myrna. Her giggle was cut off with a slightly strangled noise, and she stared at it hungrily. Her hand fell between her thighs and she began to rub herself. Percival did the same, capturing his rod in his hand and rolling the skin upward, and then pulling it back. Her fingers made the most incredible noises, that combined with her heavy, shaky breathing was like a symphony to the fox’s ears.
“Myrna… you cannot let me wait another minute. I simply must taste you. There is no taste like that of a young woman who is so aroused that her nectar has spread as far as yours.”
She made a strange little wheezing noise and her hips bucked into her frenetically shaking hand, then again, and again. Percy realised with a hedonistic rush of blood in his ears that she had masturbated herself to orgasm right there and then in front of him, while staring open mouthed at his cock. He growled in lust and released his cock so that it would not spill his seed that was suddenly threatening to erupt, and with one swift motion, he took Myrna by the shoulders, spun her around and threw her onto the bed. She landed with a squeak on her back, and within a heartbeat, Percy was on her. Her hand remained between her tender thighs, and he placed his hands on her knees. She willingly, eagerly let her legs fall open, and withdrew her hand from her cunt, taking with it a thick web of her nectar. 
The fur around her most intimate zone was downy and fine; not a hint yet existed of the denser, coarser fur of adolescence, and unlike Percy’s memory of his first meeting with Savanna, who was at that moment asleep in a nearby room wrapped in Percy’s coat, with his seed on her face and breasts, Myrna did not trim her fur to seem younger than she was. 
That downy fur was, at that moment, plastered to her skin with her fragrant nectar. The lips of her vulva shone a more delicate pink than any of the highest cultivars of rose Percival had ever seen, a shade that deepened to an almost raspberry blush at the apex of her zone, where the smooth petals of her flower lay puffed out with arousal, so tender and delicate as to be almost translucent, and still quivering with the aftershocks of the orgasm she had given herself with the uncontrolled hedonism of youth. The tiny aperture of her tunnel winked enticingly at him, and even as he stared with the hunger of a wolf, a dribble of that very same nectar flowed forth from it to run downward into the cleft of her buttocks, between which her star, itself a duskier and darker pink, winked in time with its sister hole.
Percy very nearly lost his control there and then, and it was only with gargantuan force of will that he avoided ejaculating from the mere sight of her. He exhaled shakily over her drenched mound, and then began with the ravenous urgency of one possessed, to drink of her precious nectar. His tongue, soft and broad, lapped with agile precision all around her, but remaining apart from the most sensitive parts of her for now. Myrna panted and whimpered and Percy felt her legs wrap around his shoulders, and in response he slid his hands forward under her buttocks, to lift her hips upward like a sacred chalice from which to slake his thirst. It was then that he finally licked directly at her vulva, having first cleaned her plentiful nectar and sweat both from the fur of her inner thighs, her mound, her puffy outer lips, and even from the cleft of her buttocks and the winking star nestled between them. 
He began at the nadir, and dragged his tongue with delicious slowness upward over the delicate pinkness of her virginal flower, all the way to the tender stamen at its apex. She bucked her hips at that, and he swirled his tongue around her clitoris again, massaging the tiny nub which had only recently become known to its owner as an organ of pleasure. He was delicate and slow in his ministrations, and kept in his mind that he was her first… and he wanted her to writhe in ecstasy many a time over her memories of this moment into the future. In that moment, it was not about him; Myrna was the only thing that mattered. His cock could wither and drop off and in that moment, Percy would not care. Happily, it showed no signs of doing so.
Percy angled his tongue against the nadir of her slit, and pressed it inward into her tunnel. Or at least, he tried. He could feel resistance, and her legs tensed up in discomfort when he pushed. His ears perked forward. She had said in no uncertain terms that she put her fingers inside herself all the time…
She also said she smokes, she was probably lying to elevate your impression of her, Percy thought. Oh, what a sweet and precious morsel!
He exhaled in a chuckle over her mound, and instead returned his attention to her clitoris, and raised one hand to wander along her budding chest. She arched her back and whimpered again, and he began to gently, but rapidly, flick his tongue from side to side across her clitoris, while his fingertips played with that same featherlight touch across her tiny breast buds. Myrna herself took on the other bud, while her free hand found itself tangled in Percy’s hair, holding his face into her crotch. 
“Guide me,” Percy said, his words muffled in her crotch. “Teach me to make you come. Show me.”

Myrna whined and arched her spine, and then bucked her hips roughly against his face. Her hand tightened in his hair, and he obliged by presenting his tongue to her as a flat, warm organ against which she could grind. Her legs were tense, and she fell silent for a moment and Percy wondered if he was doing something wrong. 
But then, with surprising strength for one so slight and so turned on, Myrna flipped him onto his back. He yelped in shock and landed heavily, but recovered quickly and shuffled into position beneath her just as she lowered her bodyweight onto his face, grinding her aching arousal onto his face. 
“Sniff it, pervert,” she said thickly, “You love how it smells don’tcha? I’m gonna make you smell like me…”
Percival melted. 

He gripped her clitoris between his lips and sucked firmly on it, and flicked his tongue across it rapidly. He could feel her nectar rolling down his chin, and lifted his hands to her buttocks again to prevent himself from grabbing his cock and masturbating over it. He needn’t have worried. She leaned back, and with one hand, groped around for his rod. She found it just as stiff as she’d left it, and began to stroke him with clumsy, unpractised motions. But that seemed to be exactly what she needed, for within moments, she was hunched over his face, humping wildly at him, gripping his ears and squeezing her thighs roughly around his skull while she climaxed again onto his lips and tongue. Her whole body convulsed and shook, and Percy tasted her offering as a tangy heat that flowed forth to mingle with the softer taste of her. 
But even then, Myrna wasn’t done. 

She raised herself up off of his face, leaving him coated in her nectar, and shuffled downward down his body until, just as she had done when they first arrived in their little room, she was sitting astride his hips, this time naked, with his rigid cock underneath her. 
“If my tongue won’t go in, that certainly won’t,” Percy said quietly. “Not without hurting you.”

She growled in frustration and rocked her hips against him. “I want it…”
“I know. Is this what you fantasise about at night when you rub yourself, Myrna?”

The bunny nodded breathlessly and slid downward so that his cock was visible, and fumbled it in her hands. She held it in one hand, and resumed rubbing her clitoris roughly with the other, staring at it in fascination.
“I wanna put it in… Can I try?”

“Yes, but stop if it hurts.”

Myrna lifted herself up a little, and with no further ceremony, no more teasing, no more waiting, she aimed his rod and set its swollen, purple head against the tiny, winking entrance of her tunnel. Her nectar flowed onto his glans, and she rolled her hips, mashing her flesh downward onto him. She could almost get the head inside, although it was not past her gate, and she winced. Percy gazed at her in wonderment. She began to frantically rub her clitoris again, and to bounce her hips on top of him. It was bordering on painful for Percy, having almost her whole bodyweight balanced on the end of his cock, but her maidenhead did not give. 
Still, that tiny amount of movement, of friction, her outer lips and hand on his cock, the pressure on his glans and the sight of her… that was enough. 

Percy warned her he was going to ejacualate. 

She didn’t stop. She ground harder onto him and grit her teeth.
He felt the familiar rising heat of a climax about to peak, and involuntarily bucked his hips. Myrna gasped and squealed. Heat, unimaginable in its intensity, abruptly engulfed Percival’s glans. It gripped him like a velvet vice, soaked in honey and the most exotic of lubricating oils, and set alight like a furnace. And into that silken, virginal heat, Percival sent forth heavy pulses of his semen, as his entrance—Myrna’s first—and his climax occurred in the same moment. 
She was very still and her eyes were open very wide, he realised. Her mouth was open and she was urgently rubbing herself still, and just as his orgasm began to ebb, he felt her climax again. The very first time anyone had ever felt Myrna’s orgasm from within. And it rippled and pulsed and seemed to suck on his cock with a hunger he’d never felt. It made him cum again, a much weaker secondary orgasm, but still more seed jetted forth into her burning core. 
And then she collapsed onto him, breathing hard, soaked in seed, sweat and saliva. She raised herself up, and Percival felt her tiny, seed-filled tunnel release the head of his cock.
“Ow…” she whimpered.

*

Saffron and Savanna woke late, as was the wont of courtesans. They worked late, after all, and needed to be well rested in the evening when their clients began arriving. Saffron was a red squirrel, and had formed an unlikely friendship with Savanna the vixen largely centred around their mutual interest in Percy Vacius. For such a young creature, he was clearly a man of means and had no compunctions in throwing his coin around. 
Saffron stretched luxuriantly and adjusted Percy’s tricorn to a jaunty angle on her head. Savanna rose from the bed they’d shared with Percy the previous night, and half-heartedly scrubbed the dried spots on her chest and face. 
“Ugh, you’re so lucky you can take his seed inside you, Saffy,” Savanna complained. “Scrubbing him out of my fur always takes ages.”
“You’ve got an arse, just like me,” Saffron returned. “Your pussy isn’t the only hole he could fuck. Besides, even if he does spurt his slime under my tail and none leaks out, I still make my own that gets in my fur!”
“Ugh, I know—I just… I feel like if he was poised to enter my backside, regardless of the consequences I’d be unable to resist taking him in the other hole.”
Saffron smirked and waggled her penis at Savanna, who giggled to the sight of it growing erect. “You’d not be tempted if I was already inside your pussy, darling. And I can’t fertilise your ‘virgin’ fields. Imagine taking the both of us at once, perhaps we ought to try that!”
“You can’t fertilise anyone’s fields, from what I’ve seen.”

“True,” Saffron grinned. “I sometimes still get a wet orgasm though. For you, I’m certain I’d flood you.”
“I’m flattered that you find me so enticing,” Savanna grinned, stepping in close to teasingly brush the end of Saffron’s erection across her pubic mound. “Anything I can help you with?”
The squirrel chittered and gripped Savanna’s hips gently, sliding her penis forward along the vixen’s pussy, between her thighs. Savanna was wet, and Saffron’s cock came out slickened with her nectar. Saffron was a beautiful creature. Her breasts were the tiny buds of an adolescent, even though Saffron was a good measure older than Savanna and Percy both, but they gave her the air of a mischievous deviant that she relished. While transgender folk were not unusual around the world, in a society structured like Noveca, they often struggled for acceptance. A strange quirk, perhaps, for a society in which same-sex and inter-taxa marriage was so commonplace as to be mundane.
“Hmm, no,” Saffron said airily, “I want him to eat himself back out of me. I think he’d like that. You can suck me while he does, if you’d like!”

“Where do you think he is?”

“Who knows? Probably went home to get more coin, last night was expensive.”

The two women shared a laugh, and then strolled arm in arm, naked, through the hallways of the Salty Rose. They hadn’t gone twenty paces when they came across a door to one of the private rooms that had been left ajar. Normally, one of them would have simply pulled it closed and kept walking, but a very familiar pair of green velvet leggings lay on the floor just inside. 

“Percy?” Saffron said. 

Savanna pushed the door open. 

There was Percival, with his ass in the air, tail raised, his pink hole winking and his hand flying along his modest but very eager cock, while he clearly was feasting upon a very young, very messy Lagorin girl. 

“Percy!” Savanna exclaimed. 

“See? I told you he’d be into eating himself back out of me,” Saffron quipped.

# 
