
The Quiet Ones
OBLIGATORY CONTENT WARNING: The following story contains some LIGHT BULLYING as well as a FEMALE CUB MASTURBATING WITH A SEX TOY. OH THE INSANITY. If any of this offends you, DO NOT READ ON. By reading beyond this point, you acknowledge that you're reading a pornographic story with some sort of OVERARCHING PLOT. For those who haven't been scared away by the female sexuality… enjoy!
Gym class: the bane of so many cubs’ existence. It had long been Tanya’s least favorite period of the day, only made worse by the middle school locker rooms. How she had managed to get away with minimal teasing for her mostly-flat chest (her training bra was more for show than anything) when other girls got mercilessly mocked was beyond her, though she wasn’t about to complain.
This year, though. This year was different, and it was all because of him.
Tanya and Chuck were in different houses, which meant that almost all of their classes were different. But there was one exception. Two if you counted health class. Gym class on Mondays and Wednesdays combined several groups together, and that was the only time of day, other than lunch and recess, where Tanya got to see Chuck.
**********
“They’re all r-really loud, aren’t they?”
Tanya was so surprised by his voice that she almost didn’t realize it came from him. She’d barely heard two words from him since their lunch together on the first day of school.
Once she registered it, though, she replied. “Yeah. It’s like listening to a jet plane.”
“Or a h-highway,” Chuck said. “Just noise, noise, noise.”
She looked at him. Highways had never seemed all that loud to her, at least from inside her parents’ car. But maybe they were louder if you weren’t in a metal box.
“I don’t know why they want to be my friends,” he muttered.
**********
“Does someone have a boyfriend?” Becky said.
The bat squeaked. “What? No, of course not,” she said.
The rabbit smirked. “Really? Because I’ve seen you hanging out with that booooy lately,” she teased.
Tanya blushed. “Well, yeah, but he’s not my boyfriend. He’s just a friend who’s a boy.” She paused for a moment. “He’s really nice.”
Becky laughed. “I’ll have to take your word on it. He hardly talks.”
The bat bit her lip. She didn’t want to say what was on her mind: that he talked a lot when you chose to listen. So did she, really. But Becky seemed less interested in that lately. If anything, she seemed more intent on impressing boys, which struck her as odd. When she was away from boys, Becky seemed far more interested in girls.
**********
The pup was blushing. “I know you said you didn’t wanna, umm… d-date… but… well, I really like you… and I’ve never, umm, felt this way about… anyfur…”
They were so close. And the other cubs streaming onto the bus were too occupied with finding seats or chatting with their friends. It was an almost perfect opportunity. Now or never. She leaned in and snuck a quick kiss on the boy’s lips.
His ears lifted and his blush deepened. But he smiled. It warmed Tanya’s whole being, seeing him smile. Weird as it was, even though she wasn’t sure if she was romantically interested in the pup… it did feel good to kiss him.
**********
The cool air bit at her through her fur, and the nude preteen slipped under her the covers of her bed. She held the toy up over her head, looking at it in the dim light from her bedside lamps. It was such a curious device, so small and yet a key to forbidden knowledge.
“I guess it couldn’t hurt to try it,” she whispered.
She pressed the button and stifled a little giggle as it began to vibrate in her grip. Her face flushed as she guided it down her belly, slowly working between her legs.

