"YOU DIED"

Brandon's ears twitched irritably as he glared black at the game over screen. He flipped off his PC monitor, tossing the controller on his desk with a thud. How many times was he going to try to beat that stupid boss? It didn't even make sense, how can you ride a horse that's smaller than you are?

The kit sagged back in his chair, moping. He glanced around his bedroom with disinterest, his eyes finally settling upon the tent in his boxers. The red tip of his erection was just barely poking through his fly. Brandon stared at it with spite.

"It was just a stupid dream..." he muttered as he stood up and stretched. Deciding he was hungry, he went downstairs and rummaged through the fridge. After sifting through the layers of week-old leftovers he begrudgingly settled on a half-finished two-liter of soda. It tasted flat.

On his way to the stairs, he paused at the foyer. The wall was covered with framed photographs. They were photographs of the family, covering different periods of their lives. An old school portrait of Pepper as a little bear cub, a snapshot of him on all fours as a toddler. A picture of Brandon at four years old by a lake, grinning from ear to ear as he proudly displayed a fish on a line. There were gaps in the frames. And the gaps got bigger the earlier you went. Square patches of darkened wallpaper where frames older once stood. Leading up to Brandon's first picture--

The harsh sound of a washing machine's buzzer going off made Brandon jump, jolting the kit out of his reverie. Brandon put his soda down as he headed back upstairs, scowling a bit as he lifted his now hopefully clean bed sheets from the washer and stuffed them in the dryer alongside his blanket. He started the dry cycle then headed into Pepper's room and grabbed the laundry basket. He began sorting through Pepper's clothing, dutifully tossing them into the empty washer one by one. Then he froze.

The kit's nose twitched. He glanced around for the source of the disturbance: a pungent, earthly scent--instantly recognizable but not immediately apparent. /Where did he know that smell...?/ Brandon blushed a bit as he felt his underwear tighten. The smell wasn't exactly /offensive/. Actually, it was sort of reassuring in a way...

Brandon's gaze settled on the garment between his paws. Pepper's underwear dangled above the washing machine, mid-toss. Brandon furrowed his brow, "...couldn't be--"

Brandon brought the garment closer, taking a few exploratory sniffs before finally bringing the underwear up to his snout and breathing deeply.

It felt like he had been just been hit by a bolt of lightning. His fur bristled, every detail seemed to come into focus like the whole world had suddenly become HD. Pepper's scent was /delicious/, that's the only way Brandon knew how to describe it. A constant undercurrent of his life, something so deeply familiar, but never explored with such depth or intimacy. Brandon felt like he could taste the bear's sweat--and that was just the beginning...

Brandon's felt his paw around tighten around his bulge by the time he realized it had slid down to his boxers. He rummaged around his fly, quickly freeing himself from his denim confinement, giving his needy bits some much-needed air. He could feel his knot swell, closing his eyes as it pushed up against his sheath, his whole body tensing as it finally slid through. He leaned against the washing machine, still clutching that wonderful fragrance to his muzzle, spurred on by desperate little sighs and huffs.

Brandon felt a trill race down his spine as he glanced down at his penis. His swollen little canine cock pulsed between his fuzzy paw pads. It felt warm and sticky, three and a half, maybe four inches including the bloated knot at the base. It certainly wasn't as monstrous as Brandon remembered. He shifted his paw a bit, turning it back and forth for a better look, playing with it. The kit bit his lip as he pressed against a particularly sensitive spot and some pre dribbled down his fingers. 

He did it again, and again, sliding his now slick fingers back against the shaft, teasing himself as Vera showed him, his mind shifting back to that scent again, thinking about who it belonged to.

"Daddy..." Brandon whimpered into the garment, pulling it tighter against his snout. His face felt hot like it always did when he was doing something naughty. But he couldn't stop, his body was acting on its own unconscious effort, slowly pushing him further and further, further to--

"Urg--" With the greatest amount of willpower the kit could muster he ripped himself from the dryer, stumbling into the bathroom across from him. He aimed for the tub but didn't make it, falling to his knees as he worked himself into a frenzy.

"Fwah!" The kit didn't have time to do anything but groan and buck his hips as his penis twitched once, twice, and then he was squirting, splattering the shower curtains with his sperm. He gave little unconscious thrusts as he rhythmically pumped into his paw. Each twitch of his cock was quicker than the last until his ejaculations were nearly a continuous stream. He realized he was now gnawing on the underwear. Brandon pulled it from his muzzle and began humping into it instead. For some reason, it felt so much better this way. The idea of Pepper's scent down there made his mind swim with forbidden thoughts as he rolled his head back and moaned, humping through his climax--thankful that he was at least alone in the house.

Finally, the kit sagged back onto the floor. The patterned curtains were now patterned with his semen. Grayish seed oozed between images of birds and dandelions, drubbing into a puddle on the floor. Pepper's underwear was ruined, laying in a crumbled mess before him. Brandon stared at the mess he made, huffing.

"...shit."

---

Pepper drummed his paw against the steering wheel as a long-nosed badger squinted down at him from the checkpoint booth. The badger took his ID and studied it. The man seemed to be in his mid-40s, wore a clean freshly-pressed uniform, and looked like he hadn't seen a day off in 20 years. Outside an identically outfitted hyena with sunglasses leaned against the booth and mean-mugged him.

"What is the nature of your visit?" the badger asked dryly, passing back the ID through the passenger-side window.

"Leisure," Pepper answered.

"Leasuire...?" the badger flicked his ears. "What sort of 'leisure'?"

"It's...personal," Pepper said, quickly changing the subject. "Look, you already saw I have government clearance. Can I just get my ticket now?"

"Your contractor work permit only authorizes you to do /work/ on the East End." the badger said in a tone that sounded somewhat stern but also sort of half-asleep. "All recreational travel is permitted at our discretion. It depends on the nature of your visit--"

"I just said it was personal," Pepper added with impatience. "I thought the point of these checkpoints was to prevent people from getting /out/ of the East End, not getting it."

"I'd watch my tone." the hyena chimed in. Pepper found himself reflected in the other guard's sunglasses. "A lot of bad people out there..." the hyena continued, snickering. "A lot of bad things happen on the East End. Wouldn't wanna get hurt, would you little bear?~"

Pepper glared back at him. "Got something to say to me, yeen?" The motherfucker looked like he worked at Starbucks.

The badger raised a diplomatic paw. "What my coworker is trying to say, Mr. Kiddo, is that safety is our highest priority." He jerked a thumb back to a faded poster with the words "See Something? Say Something." written on it. "Now this would all go a lot faster if you'd just tell us why you're traveling today."

Pepper frowned, eyes sliding to the rearview mirror. "I'm going to a sex shop," he said stiffly. "It's called 'The Fox Hole'... he felt his grip tighten on the steering wheel.

The badge stared back at him before making eye contact with the other guard. The badger's lips curled, making a noise before clearing his throat. "Just one moment..." he said politely, typing some keys on his terminal. He handed Pepper a printed sticker. "It's good for 24 hours." the badger said. "Have a pleasant evening sir..." Pepper grabbed it without looking and sped off. The sounds of the hyena's laughter receded until they were echos at the end of the bridge.

***

Pepper never liked going to the East End. The sparkling skyscrapers of the West End's downtown retreated into the sunset as the derelict industrial port of the East End faded into view. Pepper's car radio crackled and turned to static. He frowned, sifting through the channels for something worth listening to before flipping it off. Crossing the river felt like entering a different country altogether.

The abandoned factories and refineries that dotted the coast of the East End loomed over the horizon. Rusted, crumbling, and unused. Pepper felt his ears dip as he passed under their shadow like the whole town has been founded on the decaying remains of some mammoth prehistoric beast.

The industrial epicenter eventually gave way to pock-marked businesses and residential buildings that made up the former downtown area. But calling it a 'downtown' would have been charity, the whole place looked like it was waiting to be condemned. Three times Pepper has to swerve to the very edge of the road to avoid potholes or some fallen obstacle. The pre-hegemony cookie-cutter high-rises stood like crumbling sentries. Most showed signs of shell damage. A few had collapsed entirely. Pepper passed by one. "Get out, wolves!" was hastily spray-painted on its side. 

Beyond this was the 'suburbs', or what the permanent residents of the East End more accurately called the 'Outskirts'.  Pepper didn't see a lot of homes. He did see a lot of homeless though, or at least he assumed they were homeless. Orange and white faces glared back at him from behind hoodies and alleyways and makeshift tents. Many of them were missing limbs, holding signs with words Pepper didn't know--war veterans he supposed. Every time he hit a stoplight it felt like the whole town was staring at him.

Pepper made a right turn and was confronted with a half-built strip mall without the strip. Broken neon lights on a dingey little building at the end read 'The Fox Hole.' More like a shit hole... A few days ago Pepper would have never imagined coming here. He was relieved to find no other cars parked in the lot, which meant no other customers. Good. He didn't want to spend a minute more than he had to in this place...

Pepper closed his car door, locked and double-checked it, before heading towards the building. A homeless fox perched in the middle of the lot began begging for money in broken English. Begging that soon turned into cursing and screaming when Pepper walked past.

"Kill yourself, bear! Go fuck a skunk!"

Pepper ignored him as he entered the shop.

***

He was right, the place was empty--aside from aisles of messily organized boxes and a single clerk sitting behind a desk, casually scribbling in a notebook. Pepper did a double take as he approached, it was a fox girl. She looked like he couldn't have been older than fifteen.

"Um, hello? I was hoping you could help me out..."

The girl glanced at him and returned to her notebook.

"Excuse me? Oh, umm...let me see..." Pepper struggled to remember any of the hundreds of phrases of Foxlish he had learned. ".i ku'i lo voksa cu se sance lo rufsu je cizra" (/"I am burning with an intense desire to obtain fried chicken."/)

"I speak English quite well." the girl with the vaguest hint of an accent.

"Oh good!"

She shot him a glare. "Your Foxlish is atrocious..." She gave a dismissive wave, returning to her notebook. "Softpaw Magazine is on aisle seven. Four issues for your filthy mind to enjoy..." She reviewed what she had just written, dangling the notebook in front of her with a finger and thumb. "I am required to remind you that such material is illegal to possess on the West End and punishable by no less than five years in prison and lifetime sex offender registration." She said it with the fine print of a warranty, /improper use of this product may result in damages and death/.  

"No! No! Uh, that's not why I'm here..."

The girl glanced at him again, this time she held her gaze. Her expression softened, "Sorry I just assumed, usually when we have West Enders..." she trailed off, apparently somewhat embarrassed. She straightened herself in her chair, putting on a professional smile. "My name is Nadia. Can I help you find anything, sir?"

"Peppercorn," Pepper said. "And I'm looking for a toy. It's my first purchase and this place came...highly recommended to me." Pepper twiddled his paws in his pockets.

"Then your friend has excellent tastes!" Nadia beamed, gesturing towards the aisles. "We have the best selection of sex toys on the East End--or the West End, for that matter." Her smile briefly flickered into a little mischievous grin. "Would you like me to show you some beginner's items?"

"Uh, well it's not for me, it's for a...loved one."

"Oh? Romantic type are we?" she seemed impressed. "Husband? Wife? Forbidden lover?"

"Son, actually..."

She seemed surprised. "Huh. You must be a very caring father..." She shifted uncomfortably. "Is he into something in particular or...?"

"Well, I'm not sure actually, this would be his first one so... Something normal, I guess? Just something normal..." Pepper's gaze shifted over the shopping aisles. Each one littered with exotic devices the bear neither wanted nor understood. He was intimidated by the few objects he recognized, but mostly by the ones he didn't...

The girl cleared her throat. "Maybe your son would be more comfortable picking something out himself. We have gift cards you know, they make great birthday presents--"

"Oh, heh, well I don't think this can wait for his birthday, he's sort of desperate..." The bear scratched the back of his head. "Do you by chance carry anything in /smaller/ sizes?"

"Is he of small stature for a bear or--"

"He's nine."

"Nine inches doesn't seem very small--"

"No, no! I mean he's nine years old."

"He's...nine?"

"Yes. So I don't think he's even allowed in a store like this--"

"You made a trip to the East End to purchase a sex toy which you then intend to bring back for use on your prepubescent child?"

"Well I mean, /he/ would be the one using it, it's not like I would be in the room with him..." Pepper said, starting to sweat. The girl looked like she was on the verge of calling the police. "I-I mean he can't exactly buy one himself. And I thought...well I-I assume you people...." Pepper lifted his paws in a shrug. "He's a fox..."

"Oh, he's a fox!" Nadia let out a sigh of relief. "Well, why didn't you just say so? That makes perfect sense..."

Pepper chuckled nervously. "Heh. Heh. ...does it?"

"Yeah of course." the girl was momentarily lost in thought then snapped her fingers. "Hey, I know you! Yeah, you're that bear who adopted the fox with priapism. My mother said might show up." She grinned, it was all coming back to her. "Yeah, she mentioned you at dinner the other night, thought I wouldn't be seeing you for at least a few weeks. She called you...how do you say it in English?" She frowned with concentration. "Ass-tunnel?"

"'Asshole'." Pepper politely corrected.

Nadia nodded. "Seems to fit."

"...you think so?"

"Oh yeah, you definitely have a corncob up your ass." the girl added matter-of-factly. "But that's okay, this is a sex shop. We're skilled in dealing with assholes."

"So!" Nadia clasped her paws together. "Let's take a look at what we can dig up in the Kit's Section."

Pepper's face darkened. "...K-Kit's Section?"

***

The 'Kit's Section' made up nearly a third of the shop. Nadia led him through rows of various 'toys' stationed at child height. Pepper had to bend over to examine them. Each box was decorated appropriately: bright primary colors, images of spaceships, cute animals, and smiling faces. They almost all had some sort of mascot--like cereal brands--usually a cub happily using the product advertised. A chronically masturbating hyperactive little fox boy using a pocket pussy in various semi-public settings "For pawing on the go! Because /nature can't wait/!" A sheep girl in a nightgown drifting off in bed as an attached vibrator lulled her to sleep. "For an especially restful and healthy sleep!" They were all like this, covered in some cringe-worthy blurb or disclaimer. "Great for preteens!" "Easy escape bondage outfit!" "For ages six and up!" "Not for use on toddlers." Pepper shuddered. It was like Toys R Us had been bought out by Satan...

"So what brought you to the West End?" Nadia asked, pulling him out of his thoughts.

"Oh. Um, work. I'm a contractor."

"That's interesting..." Nadia said in a tone that indicated it wasn't.

"Originally I'm from Arixo--"

She snorted. "You mean Weston. Like everybody else on the West End..."

Pepper felt his ears flatten. "Um...how long have you been on the East End?" Pepper asked nervously, instantly cringing at his own question.

"All my life," Nadia replied coolly. "I don't plan to stay in Tairon though. Once I get my diploma I'm hopping on a plane to Westworld."

"Oh, so you're in Highschool," Pepper said, trying not to sound as horrified as he was. "Where are you thinking of going?"

"Zarkhan... Dworku... Somewhere tolerant." her paws passed idly across a few of the boxes. She knelt down to take a better look at one.

The bell rang and another customer entered the shop. A well-groomed wolf that looked suspiciously like Pepper's doctor began pursuing a kiosk labeled 'Water Sports'.  Pepper found himself ducking.

"Here we go!" Nadia said. "I think this will be perfect for your kit."

"Oh good..." Pepper said with palpable relief. "This whole thing is really new to me and I really appreciate you and your mother's--OH MY GOD WHAT THE HELL IS THAT?!"

"What?" Nadia asked innocently. Cradled in her arms was a two-foot-long flared stallion dildo with the word 'THOR' written across the box in impact font. It looked about as thick as Pepper's arm.

"Brandon can't use that! I thought you said this was the kit's section!"

"This /is/ for kits.", she said, and sounded almost a little offended. "It was my brother's favorite toy at that age. Here". She shoved it in his arms and he nearly dropped it from the weight. She clicked a button on the box labeled 'Try Me' and Pepper's entire body shuddered from the vibration of the toy's internal motor. He could have sworn he saw some of the boxes on the shelf trembling as well. When he finally flipped it off his arms were numb.

"It's our best-seller," Nadia added proudly. "P.P.P. is no joke you know, it hurts like a motherfucker. The prostate is a great way to achieve heavy orgasms without the knot. A lot of nerve endings down there." She paused, considering it. "Is your kit big on anal play?"

"What? No, of course not! He's nine years old! He doesn't even know what a prostate is!" Pepper lifted the toy a bit, feeling its heft. "Jesus, you could kill something with this thing!" He awkwardly shoved it back into Nadia's arms, feeling like he had just shed forty pounds. "What were you thinking? He's a child, not a porn star!" Pepper stuttered. "B-Besides as far as I can tell he's not g-g-gay..."

The vixen frowned, glancing from Pepper to the toy in her arms and then back to the bear.

"...you said he was a fox, right?"

***

A few more customers had entered the shop now, although Nadia didn't seem to mind, briefly asking them to come up to her if they needed anything. Pepper silently prayed that they wouldn't.

"Let's see..." the fox girl mused as she flicked through the wares. Pepper kept one eye on the entrance door, he had his paws in his pocket.

"Look, uh, is this going to take much longer? I'm not looking for anything special, can't you just recommend something popular?"

She shot him a look. "I /did/ recommend something popular."

"Something other than that..."

"What would /you/ prefer? Some tissues and a crusty sock? We're not changing a flat tire here, we're trying to cure your son's possibly fatal medical condition. Foxes are more complicated than that..."

"Yeah..." Pepper found himself staring at the ceiling. "I've gathered..."

"Ah-ha!" The girl twirled around holding what looked like a box with wires. Pepper stared at it and frowned.

"Electro-erotic stimulation!" she explained quickly, pointing to the coupling. "Is your son into this sort of thing?"

Pepper stared at the device. "...no I don't think so..."

"Well, he will be! Place one of these on his knot and you'll have him spurting in no time." She suddenly looked serious. "Just make sure you keep the voltage down. It's better to make sure there's an adult in the room when he uses it."

"...why are you people like this?" The bear looked forlorn. "Look, these are all way too exotic. He's not the kind of kid who likes to break his routine. Don't you have anything a little more subtle? Something he can use on his own?"

The girl tossed the device back on the shelf,  crossing her arms. "Well, what would /you/ recommend?"

"Something that's not going to lead to my son's imminent death..." He pushed past her and glanced around the shelf. "There's got to be something..." He muttered. He did a double take and lifted a blister pack of what looked like a set of rubber wedding rings, giving Nadia a quizzical look. "You guys sell jewelry?"

"Actually those are wireless vibrating cockrings for toddlers." She explained casually. It sounded like she was talking about the weather.

The bear looked at her in horror. "...you sell those?"

"Sure." She said. "You're at church or a funeral or other formal event, your kit starts fussing and tugging at his pants. You don't want him to whip his dick out in front of everyone. So you pull out your phone, click the app, and he gets to enjoy his happy buzz-toy with no one the wiser. Sure you always tell them to 'relieve' themselves before they go out. But when you gotta go you gotta go. It's not like there's a mess to clean up at that age anyway."

Pepper just stared at her.

"What?" she asked incredulously. "I used to have to babysit my little brother every day. Fuck yeah, I got one." She raised an eyebrow. "You have a kit of your own. Are you really pretending not to know what I'm talking about it?"

Pepper returned to the box. "So that's how they handle it..." He placed it back on the shelf and then abruptly turned to face her.

"That's it!" He blurted out. "Why not a vibrator? Something to stimulate his k-knot..." Pepper's felt flush.

Nadia shook her head. "Knot stimulators are a novelty, they never work for more than a week. People use them to fluff porn stars or buy to save for really special occasions, like a bottle of expensive wine."

"Besides..." Nadia added, "None of them would fit your son because kits don't usually have knots. Now a prostate massager..."

"No! No butt stuff! He's just a kid! Come on, Nadia, work with me!" Pepper pleaded.

She rolled her with an exaggerated sigh. "I suppose it could work for a few days at least. It's expensive though, and we'll need to make a custom fit."

"Oh right, I nearly forgot!" Pepper rummaged through his pockets before awkwardly pulling out the business card. "You're, uh, mother gave me these..."

"Hmm, she thinks of everything doesn't she?" Nadia said, eyes flickering over the numbers. "All right..." she said in a tone that conceded defeat. She nodded back to her counter in the front. "Come on, let's go waste some of your money..."

Pepper started to follow but paused as he passed one of the aisles. It was filled with what looked like stuffed animals. Teddy bears, lions, lots of foxes--but he noticed one in particular.

"No way..." Pepper whispered as he picked it up.

"Oh." Nadia poked her head into the aisle. "You found Rupus." She was right. The toy looked exactly like the one Brandon had, just bigger. "You're son a fan?"

"He used to be," Pepper said. "I think Rupus is the only fox kit they ever showed in Saturday morning cartoons. Brandon loved him, even though he was just a side character. 'Wild Rumpus!''" Pepper mimicked the silly voice and, smiling to himself as he turned the plush over in his paws. "Brandon always begged me for a toy but I could find him anywhere, I ended up making one myself..."

"That's awfully sweet of you," she said as she came up to him. "These are custom-made too. And before you ask, no, we don't have a license. But copyright isn't much of a concern on the East End."

He gave her a look.

"What?"

He held up the plush. "Seems a bit innocent for this place, doesn't it?"

"Check the bottom."

Pepper flipped the stuffed fox over, noticing the depression at the bottom. It took him a moment to realize what he was looking at. "Oh..."

"It's for an S.P.H. -- A strategically placed hole." Nadia clarified. "You sew in toys there. Flashlights, dildos, whatever you want."

"Yeah, I get the idea..."

Nadia shrugged. "Young kits love it. They do everything with their plushes. Great way to tire them out before bed."

Pepper flipped the plush back over. Despite it being a sex toy, the craftsmanship was incredible...

"What about this?" Pepper turned to her. "Something familiar? Something he could be comfortable with? Can you put a toy in here?"

Nadia pondered this. "I suppose so. We've added vibrators before. And there should be enough room to hold the disposal bag. It will be more custom work though. And you'll need to periodically empty it out--"

"Do it," Pepper said, not really paying attention as he examined it. Nadia plucked it from his paws as she led him back to the checkout station.

"This is a waste of time..." she sighed, flicking up the business card. "I'll have to 3D print the parts. Let's hope my mother's measurements were accurate. We have a fast injector so it should only take a few minutes. Wait here." She hopped over the counter and disappeared through a door behind the desk. After a moment Pepper heard the muffled whirl of machinery starting up.

Pepper tapped his foot as he waited, trying to avoid eye contact with any of the other customers. Another fox had entered the store, eagerly being led by a little girl. She pointed to an item in the kit's section. "I want that one, Daddy!" She couldn't have been older than five.

Pepper turned back to the table, trying to concentrate on anything else. He noticed the notebook Nadia was scribbling on, it appeared to be an essay for school. He turned it around, struggling to decipher the Foxlish: "So-called 'unification' has been a massive policy failure accounts. Attempts to integrate Tairon have been continually stifled by Weston's puppet government on the West End and met with violence by East End natives who fear West End's continual encroachment on their territory and their culture. This month's second mass shooting may be dismissed as a senseless act of violence or seen as a legitimate act of gorilla warfare in a multi-decade struggle against gentrification and Weston's ever-expanding attempts to domesticate our species--" Pepper slid the notebook back, disturbed. It was just some high school report...

Pepper shifted restlessly, looking for something else to distract, he did a double-take when he glanced over a cardboard box of magazines at his feet. They appeared to be new, he pulled one out, and to his surprise, it was written in English. It was titled 'Vore Island' and the front cover was an image of a gator slowly shoving a naked fox down its throat. The fox's expression was pure ecstasy as he ejaculated paws-free while his cock slid down the gator's tongue, his legs had already disappeared into the creature's gullet. 

/What kind of pervert would read something like this?/ Pepper thought to himself as he began to flip through the pages. He stumbled upon an excerpt from an interview with one of the foxes: "I was always into vore. /Always/. As a child, I used to wrap myself tight in a blanket and play with myself as I pretended to be in some big dragon's stomach. I just love the feeling of being swallowed--there's nothing quite like it. It's a complete loss of control. It's like a free trial of dying. The warm soft wet insides tightening around you. The sight of the outside light dimming and disappearing behind those beautiful jaws. I love the idea that his body is actually trying to eat me, that his stomach acids are doing their best to break me apart, and that I leave a little bit of myself each time. When I finally reach my scuba gear, I curl up into a little ball and just bask there in that malevolent dark warmth. I paw off eight, maybe ten times, coating his walls with my seed, giving him what he wants. I stay as long as I can until my fur starts to singe and I have to break out the ipecac--" Pepper was so distracted by the sheer degeneracy of this that he hardly noticed when the whirl of the machine had died down until Nadia stepped back through the door.

"So that's what you're into..." the girl said slyly. Pepper instantly flipped the magazine shut.

"I was just reading the articles!"

"That's what they all say..." Nadia replied as she placed the plush on the checkout counter. It seemed to be noticeably heftier. She began to tap on the register. "It's all pretend you know..."

"Come again?"

"The magazine. The gators vomit them up afterward, nobody actually dies."

"Well, I assumed murder was still illegal here, even the East End has got to have some standards..." The girl didn't respond, her left ear twitched irritably.

"I've included something extra for your son.", she said, staring at the display. "And a couple additional lube cartridges that should last you for a few weeks. They're free."

"Oh, thanks..." Pepper said, shifting uncomfortably. "Hey um, you don't by chance carry any sort of 'educational' materials, do you?"

"It comes with an instruction manual.", she said, not looking up. "I'm sure he can figure it out..."

"No, I mean about growing up as a fox kit. To teach him about his body. I, uh, haven't been very helpful in that respect..."

She considered this a moment. "I think I have something in mind..." She rummaged under the desk and pulled out a USB drive, plugged it into the register, and began dragging some files into it. Pepper caught a glance at the title.

"'Everybody Yiffs'?"

"An oldie but a goodie," Nadia said. "Rather popular even now. This is all pre-hegemony, back when Tairon had a real film industry. Back before Weston came and fucked everything up." After a moment she ejected the USB drive and handed it to him.

"But...isn't technically all of Tairon a part of Weston now?"

The vixen's expression went flat, save for a few twitches of her muzzle. She leaned forward on the desk, lifting herself, looking at him at eye level, glaring daggers at him.

"The East End is /not/ Weston," she growled unequivocally. And although this girl was half his size Pepper couldn't stop the fur on the back of his neck from standing up.

"Card or Cash?" Nadia asked.

"Uh, card..."

The girl leaned back and tapped a few more times on the register. "You can pay whenever you're ready."

Pepper pulled his debit card out and put it in the reader. He nearly had a heart attack when he saw the final amount.

"Five thousand dollars?!"

The girl looked annoyed. "I told you it was expensive. This is all custom work. Really you should be thanking me, you're getting a bargain. And that flash drive is mine, don't forget to return it."

Pepper shook his head. "This is ridiculous..." he muttered as he put his card in.

"I'll be right with you." the fox girl called out to someone over Pepper's shoulder. She stared down at the bear as he carefully tapped in his PIN. "You're really cool for doing this you know."

Pepper glanced up in surprise. "...I am?"

"No, not really..." Nadia admitted with a shrug. "Actually you're a piece of shit who cares more about defending his insecure sense of sexuality than the health and well-being of his own child. In my opinion, the state should take your kit away from you, and give him to a family that's willing to perform the base necessities of responsible parenting."

"/But.../" Nadia continued with a sigh, "You're not a fox. And I know that makes things difficult. That it's not easy coming up here and doing all this. That it makes you shiver and sweat. But you're doing it anyway. I think that's pretty cool."

"...thanks, I guess..." Pepper said, pulling out the card. Behind him a line had been forming, annoyed orange faces tapping their feet and grumbling in Foxlish. But Pepper ignored them, bowing his head to Nadia in a sign of respect: "gi'e punji lo xance lo cpana be lo stedu te zu'e lo nu ganse lo nu sy banro fa'a ma kau" (/You shall forever obtain my son's delight for affording us the necessary items with which he shall be beaten./")

She put the receipt in the bag, a customer-friendly smile appearing on her face as she handed it to him. "Have a nice day."

Pepper took the bag quickly, noting the perplexed faces as he side-stepped the line. They must not be used to seeing a bear on the East End... He stopped right as he reached the door, cursing under his breath as he heard Nadia call out to him.

"Oh, and Peppercorn...?"

"Hmm?" He turned to find her working with another customer, her eyes slid to him, one last passing glance.

"You need to get laid."
