
A Girl Is Fine, Too
OBLIGATORY CONTENT WARNING: The following story contains EXPLICIT STRAIGHT SEX between CUBS, as well as IMPLIED PARENT/CUB SEX. SCANDALOUS. If any of this offends you, DO NOT READ ON. By reading beyond this point, you waive your right to be offended, because YOU WERE WARNED. For those whom we haven’t scared off… enjoy!
“Come on, it’s this way!”
Keith glanced back over his shoulder to make sure Terry was keeping up. Sure enough, the red vixen was right on his heels. He grinned, his snowy-white tail swaying behind him.
“How much farther is it?” Terry asked.
“Not far,” Keith replied. He took her paw to help her over a rough patch, then plowed on deeper into the woods.
They crested a hill, and there it was: the pond. Keith beamed as he led his friend down to the shore.
“Coooool,” Terry said.
“Isn’t it?” Keith replied. “And look! It’s so quiet here. No one around.” He giggled. “Wanna go for a swim?”
Terry giggled. “I didn’t bring a swimsuit, though.”
“So? No one’ll see. We can just swim naked!” Keith said.
The vixen grinned. “Okay!”
The two nine year olds started stripping eagerly. Keith’s shorts and undies came off first as Terry pulled off her t-shirt. He grinned, looking at his friend’s flat chest before pulling his own shirt off. By the time he had freed himself of his clothes, the vixen was naked, too. 
They weren’t strangers to being naked together. Keith’s house was clothing optional, and Terry, as well as their friend Dan, had always opted to go nude at his place. But this felt different, mostly because Keith had some ideas other than swimming in mind. 
**********
“My parents told me about some things you can do with other furs,” Keith said, leaving out the fact that he’d already gotten some practice in with Mom and Dad. “Do you wanna try ‘em?”
Terry blushed a little but grinned. “Sure!”
Keith beamed. “Rad!” He hugged the vixen and rubbed noses with her. “Let’s find somewhere to lie down…”
It didn’t take them long to find a clear patch in the woods. Terry laid down and smiled up at Keith. “So what do we do?”
The arctic fox got down on all fours over her. “You just lie back and let me do the work,” he said. He snuck a quick kiss on her lips, then climbed down and started playing with her nipples.
His ears perked as Terry let out soft moans. He grinned, bringing his muzzle to her left nipple and swirling his tongue around it. His paw worked her right, gently teasing over that little nub just like Mom taught him. She squirmed on the lightly grassy ground, her breaths coming in little huffs.
He switched nipples and gave her right the same treatment, but he didn’t linger long. After all, he had another target in mind. His free paw roamed down between Terry’s legs, guiding them apart. She giggled but allowed him access to her treasure. The arctic fox’s fingers traced around the red vixen’s labia. She wasn’t as wet as Mom got, and it felt different, too, almost sticky, the flesh spongy and soft where Mom had complex folds. His penis throbbed as he thought about what he wanted to do next.

