
“Are you ready, my liege?” King Cenric's personal bodyguard stepped up him, bowing to the tiger as he approached. The king looked down at his faithful knight whose bright yellow wolf eyes peaking out from his cast iron helmet, his sword by his side.


“I am.” he said, “Is my carriage ready?”


“It is.” the knight nodded, “Shall we set off to visit your subjects now?”


“Of course! We shouldn't keep them waiting. My people must be anxiously awaiting to lay eyes on their king by now.”


“Yessir.” his faithful knight nodded again and lead his lord to his carriage; a huge thing, made of the toughest wood and adorned with gold trims and decorations, two four-legged horses at the front to pull it, both covered in glorious snow white fur with golden armour plating on their heads and bodies. His horses and carriage were the perfect way to make his riches known to his subjects. He loved how they all gazed in awe at the wealth he lorded above them. If anyone were to ask why he insisted on visiting his subjects so much, King Cenric would tell them that it was to make himself seem kind, friendly and understanding to his subjects, and to display solidarity with them, when in fact Cenric simply wanted to see their faces as he paraded through the town, showing off the wealth he was born into. Of course, maintaining the look of a kind, benevolent king who thinks only of his subjects was good too. People were less likely to revolt when they were under a kind king after all. His loyal knight opened the carriage door and bowed to him as Cenric climbed onto his carriage and took his seat.


“Thank you, Sir Erik.” the king said, “Come take a seat next to me and we'll be off.” the wolf knight, Erik, did as he was told and took a seat next to his king, closing the door after him and making sure his hand was close to his sword in case there was a need to use it.


“Driver! Onwards!” Cenric called out to the young rabbit boy who sat at the front of the carriage.


“Yes, Lord!” he said, spurring the horses into trotting on. King Cenric sat back and relaxed, enjoying the view as his carriage made its way towards the nearby town of Norna; one of the many places he ruled over. Erik was less relaxed. It was rare for something to go wrong during one of the king's visits, even rarer for him to have to draw his sword, but he always felt on edge when he had to accompany his king outside the castle walls. Too many opportunities for assassins or just disgruntled townsfolk to attack his highness. He didn't like it. Still, despite his objections the king insisted on making regular trips to the town to lord over the townsfolk as he usually did.


They reached the town soon enough to a chorus of “The king is here! The king is here!” chanted by the tiger's awestruck subjects. Cenric raised a hand and waved at them as they approached the carriage to lay eyes on their benevolent lord.


“Hello! Hello, yes, hello to you!” he called out in a jovial voice. Erik gave him a look and tutted under his breath. He sounded so patronizing when he spoke like that. The carriage continued on its trip, making the rounds at a steady pace, slow enough for the townspeople to get a good look at their king. Cenric could hear them talking and muttering to each other.


“Look at that carriage!”


“Those horses are so amazing!”


“I wish my husband had a mane as handsome as them...” Cenric couldn't help but chuckle. They truly did envy him and his riches. He was about to greet the newest additions to the throng of people come to see their king when he noticed something; a young fox, likely in his early twenties, covered in beautiful red-orange fur with long, black hair; surprisingly well kept considering he was nothing more than a peasant. There was a jagged pattern of white fur across the fox's face which caused him to stand out amongst the crowd. It was a strange, eye-catching pattern. And his face; so petite, so attractive!


“Stop the carriage!” he ordered.


“What?” Erik asked, looking at him with a look of shock on his face.


“You heard me!” Cenric growled in reply. The driver hesitated, but did as he was ordered, bringing the horses and carriage to a stop. Cenric had leaped out of the carriage before it had even stopped completely and marched over to the young, attractive fox. Erik hurried to follow him.


“Sir, what are you-”


“Quiet, Erik. Can't you see I'm admiring this fine example of a fox here?” Cenric looked down at the vulpine who was nearly half the king's size.


“U-um, good afternoon, my liege.” he said nervously, “C-can I help you...?” he spoke in a soft, innocent voice.


“What's your name, boy?” Cenric asked and placed a hand on his cheek.


“Um, my name? It's Gwyn, Sir.” the fox answered.


“Mrrr, such a nice name.” Cenric purred, “And your age?”


“I'm... Not sure... My schooling wasn't very good... Eight...teen... I think the word is?”


“Eighteen!” Cenric beamed, “My, so young!” he stroked his cheek and caressed him softly, soon moving his hand down to stroke at his chest. It was then that a nearby lion who looked a good deal older than the fox, spoke up.


“E-excuse me! That's my-” Cenric turned to him with a scowl, giving a low, threatening growl. The lion backed off, “Um, I mean... Um...” he stuttered nervously.


“You meant what, hm?” Cenric asked, “Well? What is this handsome young boy to you?”


“My... My husband...” the lion gulped.


“Heh, is that right?” Cenric smirked and gave the lion a look before returning his attention to Gwyn, “But I'm sure you'd rather spend the night with someone like me, wouldn't you, Gwyn?”


“I, um...” Cenric could see Gwyn's cheeks turning bright pink underneath his white and red fur. Cenric suddenly leaned forward, bringing his mouth close to Gwyn's ear and whispering to him, making the fox shiver as his warm breath blew over him.


“I'll send some of my men to pick you up later.” he said, giving his cheek a slow lick before pulling back. Gwyn looked up at him, blushing deeply, embarrassed and unsure. He watched the king and his guard return to the carriage and saw the king smile and wink at him as they continued their rounds.


Cenric sat back with a sigh.


“That fox certainly made an impression on you, my liege.” Erik said.


“Wasn't he the most attractive fox you ever saw?” Cenric asked with a grin, “That face, that fur... So handsome and well kept for a peasant... I must have him in my bed!”


“Sire, I think he's taken...” Erik said.


“Yes, I did hear him, Erik.” Cenric said, “It doesn't matter. I'll just take him for myself!” Erik hesitated before nodding with a sigh. As much as he disapproved, there was nothing Erik could do against his king. Nothing that wouldn't end with him being exiled, jailed or executed for it.


Cenric barely paid attention to the rest of the visit to the town. He just kept talking to Erik about the fox he'd become smitten with. He talked about how soft his fur felt on his hand, how he loved the sound of his voice and how eager he was to get the vulpine in his bed. Erik sat there, listening to it all, very well aware of the bulge in the king's trousers. Eventually Cenric ordered the driver to return home and they were soon safe inside the castle walls once again. The tiger king hopped out of the carriage, his obscene bulge still tenting his trousers for everyone to see.


“Erik!” he addressed his guard, “Fetch some of my men and grab that young fox, will you?”


“Yes, Sir.” Erik said.


“Good lad. I'll be in my chambers when you return. I need to prepare myself for my guest.” he'd set off before Erik could even reply; bounding through the halls of the castle, drawing the gazes of many of his underlings who couldn't help taking a look at that erect package he had down there. He climbed the huge spiral staircase that lead to his chambers and swung the door open as he stepped inside; a big, happy grin on his face as he imagined everything he'd do to that young, supple fox. He imagined throwing him onto his king-sized bed, flipping him onto his stomach and taking him, hard and deep, making him grip the bed's purple satin sheets as he bred his rump. He couldn't wait and could already feel his length dripping pre-cum onto the inside of his trousers. He considered tearing off his clothes and taking care of business right then, but decided against it. He needed to save his load for his guest, after all. He did, however, start stripping off so he could put on something more comfortable; something more inviting. He pulled off his royal cape and hurriedly undressed himself until he was completely naked, his hard tiger cock standing proud and erect between his legs. Cenric had always been proud of his size. His retainers had always complimented him on it; telling him how long and thick it was and how they could only dream of having a tool like his. He admired himself in the full-body mirror nearby. He was a big man; a tall, stocky tiger with a chubby gut on him which he'd acquired after years of feasting on the food of royalty. His belly was covered in white fur, a few patches of black here and there, while the rest of his body was golden-furred, which Cenric always thought fitting for a king. A glorious, majestic colour for a glorious, majestic king, he thought. He reached down and gave his throbbing hard cock a few tugs, grunting and sighing as he touched himself.


“Not yet, Cenric, not yet.” he said, “You need to save this for your guest.” he grinned when he imagined the fox's reaction to his size. His companions always had such interesting reactions when he revealed his manhood to them. Now, time to find something to wear. He wanted something seductive, something that would leave just enough to the imagination to have the fox gasping for more. He went over to his armoire and searched through it until he found two articles of clothing that were perfect for what he had in mind. The first was a black, satin cloak which he wore in way that showed off just enough of his body. The other was a pair of simple cloth undergarments. Simple, not very exciting, but they'd get the job done. It wasn't like he was planning on wearing them for long anyway.
