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*

Bruno Hirschkoff’s house was eerily silent as night fell that evening, aside from the persistent bluster and hiss of the rain that showed no signs of letting up. It occurred to him that it was the first time since he’d adopted Dieter and Kristian that he’d been properly alone in his house for more than a day or so. The boys had occasional sleepovers, of course, and spent nights at their grandparents’ house. But this was a different sort of alone, and they weren’t due home until Monday evening - two full days away. Bruno found himself wondering if Ulrich and Evie, his parents, had felt the same when he’d gone to the 1987 Scouts Retreat. 
Bruno’s Scouts Retreats had been a full week each, in addition to the regular Scouts activities he took part in. Maybe he was being overly protective of the twins. They were like two halves of the same creature, but Bruno knew the value in having friends. Good friends. Close friends. 1987 stood out clearly in his memory as being the one where he’d forged several of those important friendships—and the one where a whole lot of things fell into place for him, all at once. It had been a coming of age in a number of ways, and had taught him a lot—not all of it about leadership and camp-craft.  
Flicking lights on and off in sync with his movements around the house, Bruno cooked himself a simple dinner, and put on some music - soft 80s rock, the same sort of music he remembered as being the defining sound of his childhood. It took him back there in a flash, as if it had been six months ago, not almost thirty years. 
*
[i]Spring, 1987[/i]
*

North Rhocarn National Park was renowned for its birdsong. The dawn chorus was deafening - a cacophony that broke through Bruno’s slumber in the grey pre-dawn light, causing the nine-year-old fawn to grumble and knuckle sleepily at his eyes. 
Beside him, Tyler the bull was already awake. He was lying on his back on top of his sleeping bag reading a comic book he’d brought with him, and tilted his head back to look at Bruno when he heard the elk boy stir. 
“Morning,” he whispered. 

Bruno grumbled, and yawned hugely. “Mmmph.”
“Sshhh, Doc’s still sleeping.”

The two boys’ bunks, in their extra-special overflow space within the Leader’s hut, were arranged in an L-formation above the larger bed belonging to Lyndon “Doc” Craddock. The Gozan ibex was an exotic sight - his tall, dark, whip-thin body and long, ridged, ebony horns stood out among a cohort of Scouts who were predominantly Rhocarnian and Scordomnan ungulates - equine, cervine and caprine. Then again, Tyler stood out too, for being of Valasean descent. 
“No I’m not,” came a heavily-accented adult voice from below where Bruno lay. 
Tyler gasped, and blushed brightly. 
“I’m a light sleeper, Tyler Dodd. Something I learned from being in the army when I was younger,” Doc said, softly. 
Bruno’s eyes flew open, and he felt his ears burning. He was suddenly very cognisant of the fact that his pyjama pants were still bunched up around his knees, where he’d left them the previous evening after... the memory of what had happened came flooding back, and without wanting it to, Bruno felt his penis get stiff. Urgently so. Had Doc heard anything of... whatever that was? He made eye contact with Tyler, who grimaced slightly. Very slowly, trying to be as silent as he knew how to be, Bruno reached down to begin pulling his pyjama pants back up, covering himself up. 
A long, deep breath came from below Bruno, followed by a loud, vocal yawn. And then another. Blankets were kicked vigorously off, and Lyndon Craddock pivoted to sit on the edge of his bunk. The ibex was wearing full pyjamas, just as Bruno and Tyler were meant to be - it was only proper, after all. 
Slowly, Doc lifted himself to his cloven hooves, and began to unbutton his pyjama top. He’d changed into his pyjamas alone the previous evening, such that when Bruno and Tyler entered the cabin he’d already been decent and in his bunk. But now... Bruno couldn’t help but stare, as Doc stripped down to his underwear in their full view. 
“I suppose it would be pointless to ask you to look away, wouldn’t it?” He mused, turning to flash a playful smirk at Tyler, and then at Bruno. 
Tyler hurriedly covered his groin with his hands, Bruno noticed. And while Doc was looking at Tyler, Bruno snuck a peek at the Leader’s crotch. Was that a stiffy? Bruno’s ears must’ve flicked forward sharply, because Doc noticed the fawn’s gaze, and turned his head to face him, one eyebrow raised. 
“It is rude to stare, Bruno,” Doc said, quietly. 

“Sorry sir...” Bruno mumbled. 
“Unless it is obvious that someone wants you to stare, of course,” he added, a smile in his voice. “Do not worry, I was a curious calf once as well.”
Doc didn’t press either of them to continue that conversation, and instead hummed quietly to himself while he dressed, and made his way to the cabin’s door to begin coaxing his cohort of Cub Scouts into something resembling action for the day. 
“In fifteen minutes, boys, I shall expect to see you both dressed and outside with the others.”
Tyler exhaled in a loud snort the moment Doc closed the door behind him, and flopped back onto his bunk. 
“That was weird!” Bruno said, giggling.

“T-totally. D-did you see his...?”
“Did he have a stiffy?”

“I think so!”

“So did I...”

“Me t-too. I still do.”
“Show me!” Bruno lifted himself onto his elbows.
Tyler bounced eagerly onto his knees facing Bruno across their bunks, and shoved down the front of his pyjama bottoms. The calf’s penis was just like Bruno’s - small, pink, circumcised and pointing straight outward from his crotch. That was the first time Bruno had gotten more than a passing glance at it, and he took his time, examining it as Tyler showed it off proudly. 
Bruno, meanwhile, had moved up onto his knees and shuffled to the edge of his bunk, so that the two boys were kneeling barely twelve inches apart, hunched under the low rafters, both with their pants down and their erect penises out, staring intently and comparing. The moment of open exhibitionism sent a tingle of excitement through Bruno’s lower body.
“We’re like, almost exactly the same! Yours even looks like mine!” Bruno giggled, clenching some special muscles to make his penis dance.
“I c-can do that t-too!” Tyler replied, flexing as well, although a little slower.
“That’s cool. If I do it really hard my tip goes purple, watch!”
Bruno clenched and held those special muscles as tight as he could, making his penis bulge and quiver. His glans swelled up and went shiny and took on a purplish hue.
The bull giggled. “Whoa. It’s shiny! Mine d-doesn’t do that,” He swallowed thickly and grabbed his penis, pushing the skin roughly forward so that it halfway-covered his glans. “Look! C-can you d-do this?”
Bruno watched, and mirrored the young bull’s gesture. Bruno’s shaft skin bunched up a little behind his glans, but he didn’t have enough of it to cover any of his head. “Nope!”
Tyler grunted, and convulsively pumped his hand along penis a few times, making a rapid, staccato plap-plap-plap noise. His hand engulfed his entire penis and then some, such that he could only grip it with his pinky and ring finger against the heel of his palm. His eyes were glued to Bruno’s straining stiffy. 
“Whoa. Is that how you do it?” Bruno asked, pushing his hips firmly forward to grind his swollen glans roughly into his palm in excitement. 
“Uh huh!... Is this what you did to yours last night?” Tyler asked, after a short silence and a few seconds more frantic plapping. Bruno noticed that it seemed to make the bull quite breathless. “You were doin the up an’ d-down thing and then you made a weird noise and stuff.”

“Up and down thing?”
“You were, r-right? This thing, like this!”

Tyler did it again, roughly pumping his little erection.

“Oh! Yeah, I heard you doin stuff and figured out you musta been doin something like that, an’ tried it. I never do that usually, I um... usually just... rub it on stuff and squeeze it and stuff. But... something weird happened, yeah! S-sometimes when I’m rubbing it, it feels like I’m about to pee, but different.”
“Whoa. Th-that happens to me s-sometimes if I do it h-hard enough for a while,” Tyler mused.
“Really? Mine went all hot and tingly for a moment and went bounce bounce bounce and felt like I was peeing, but I wasn’t. Then it just stopped, all on its own. Does that happen to yours? Is it meant to happen?”
“I th-think so, I g-got real scared the f-first time, but it f-feels really good too, so um... I try to m-make it happen a lot... S-sometimes a bit of pee comes out but it isn’t much and happens before it does the b-bouncy thing...”
The calf’s muzzle was bright red with his blush, and his eyes were still stuck on Bruno’s penis. His own was bobbing visibly with the calf’s elevated, excited heartbeat and he seemed to be almost unable to stop touching it, shoving it through his hand between flurries of urgent, fleshy-sounding little strokes. Bruno flared his nostrils, his heart racing with excitement, and opened his mouth to ask another question, when...
“Boys, what did I s... oh. Uh, I...”

Tyler almost fell off his bunk. Bruno’s eyes widened. Both boys froze as the door opened and Doc burst back into the hut. The Leader stumbled at the sight before him, and hurriedly shut the door behind him. For a long moment, no one moved, or said anything. Doc didn’t get angry, or chastise them. Quite the opposite, Bruno thought, he seemed to be excited at what he’d walked in on. The elk boy noticed the Leader’s hand fall to the crotch of his shorts.
“Huh. So you [i]were[/i] playing around a bit last night, hmm?” Doc said. 
He was staring. Both boys still had their penises out, and they were right at Doc’s eye level, a few feet away. Bruno cast his eyes down and awkwardly pulled up his pyjama pants, along with Tyler. 

“Sorry sir. I... it won’t happen again, I promise!”

Doc just chuckled, a strangely low, hoarse sound. “No no, Bruno, do not apologise. It is a natural curiosity. I already noticed the two of you showing each other your penises yesterday, a few times. Feel free to… indulge your curiosity, I will not tell anybody else anything that happens in here. But do try to not let it get in the way of your activities as Scouts, yes? It is best that you do such things at night, in private. Now hurry up and get dressed, we are all waiting for you!”
With that, Doc turned. He paused, adjusting the crotch of his shorts, and then stepped out again.

Bruno broke into giggles, and once he was over his shock, so did Tyler. The two boys were dressed moments later, and dashed out with a flurry of apologies to join the rest of the Scouts.

*

With a full cohort of Cub Scouts, Doc began briefing them on the day’s activities, which were to be much more structured than the previous. None of the Scouts had any jealousy or envy of Tyler and Bruno sleeping in the Leader’s hut with Doc - to most of them, that sounded more like a punishment than a privilege. Indeed, Bruno noticed more than one glance that may well have been conciliatory. Little did they know how [i]epic[/i] their bunks were, though. That was a secret Bruno was more than happy for only he and Tyler to know. Bruno’s penis itched and tingled in his shorts in the wake of the mega-stiffy he’d had minutes before, and the elk boy was more aware than usual of the subtle friction of his clothing on his glans. It seemed that having been so excited, his tip was more sensitive than it usually was. It felt nice, but it was a little distracting and made the prospect of hiking to their temporary campsite through the forest a little daunting. All he wanted to do was return to his bunk with Tyler so they could keep playing with their penises. It was a fun game!
The day’s activities were to be focused on the art of camp-craft; safe fire-setting, campsite selection, pitching and collapsing tents, all the basics. They would hike for several miles from the Scouts Basecamp, out into the wilderness around the lake, to the secondary site Doc had mentioned to Bruno and Tyler on the bus the previous day. 
Bruno felt his back straighten when Doc flashed a wink in his direction. He was going to be a Junior Leader!
Abruptly, Tyler elbowed him in the ribs, and Bruno grunted.

“Hey!” He hissed. 
Tyler flicked his ears apologetically, and leaned up to whisper to Bruno. “What d-d-do you think D-Doc’s thing looks like?”
“What?!”

“You know. His p-penis.”
The bull’s breath was hot and moist against the side of Bruno’s face, and he felt his cheeks flushing. 

“I bet it’s b-b-big,” Tyler continued.

Bruno squirmed. His penis was getting erect again, and from the way Tyler was quite vigorously palming at the front of his shorts, it was safe to assume Tyler’s already was. He seemed to. Beyond the bull, Bruno could see Haley utterly failing to disguise the stare she was aiming at Tyler’s crotch. She, like Tyler, stood out in the cohort, although even more obviously—she was the only Lupa girl there. A wolf among ungulates. It guaranteed her a measure of respect, but Haley hardly needed to rely on her genetics for that. She stood out as Leader material, too, and on the bus Bruno had noticed Doc talking quietly to her as well. He met Haley’s gaze, and the wolf girl nonchalantly looked away.
“Bruno? Tyler? Eyes on me please, it is important that you listen!”
Suddenly, every single eye in the whole cohort was on them, and Bruno hurriedly extricated himself from the bull. 
“Yessir! Tyler was just asking me um... when... when we’ll be having breakfast!” Bruno stammered.
Doc’s eyes narrowed briefly. “I see. If you had been listening, Tyler, you would have heard me mention that breakfast shall be when we arrive at our initiation site! Which, all going well, shall be in thirty minutes.”
Tyler, although he was blushing so hard Bruno thought he might explode, mouthed a ‘th-th-thank you’ to him once attention had been drawn away once more. 
The scenery around the lake was breathtaking. Towering redwoods and mountain oaks carpeted the steep hillsides, shielding a vibrant understory of fungi, mosses and lichens that to most of the ungulate Scouts cohort probably looked exceedingly tasty. Bruno included. Surreptitiously, hanging back from the group by a few yards with Tyler beside him, Bruno harvested a handful of mushrooms he recognised as being good to eat, and shared them with the bull. He munched happily, pausing a moment and grabbing Tyler’s elbow, silently pointing through the trees to where a hawk was plummeting out of the sky over the lake, hunting its own breakfast.
“I gathered I’d find you two back here, somehow,” came a gruff, rumbling voice from behind them.
An enormous hand landed on each of their shoulders, causing Bruno to drop his foraged snacks. It was the Scoutmaster. A towering hulk of a moose, the boys cowered in his intimidating presence. But, to Bruno’s surprise, he turned out to be anything but scary.
Kneeling down on the forest loam before the two nine-year olds, he peered into their faces, one after the other. 
“I don’t think you really want to be eating those, especially without washing them first.”

“Why not?” Bruno bleated, swallowing his mouthful. 
“This is a well-worn path, wouldn’t you say?”
Bruno nodded. 

“Indeed. Why, I was just walking through here yesterday afternoon with the Junior Scouts. Now, what can you tell me about fungi?”

“Um... they... they’re good to eat? Mostly? But not the red ones with white spots, or the purple ones with brown stems. Or the slimy white ones.”
“Mmhm. What else? Where do fungi grow?” The Scoutmaster persisted.

Bruno tilted his head, and scratched behind an ear in confusion. “Um. On the ground? On trees? In leaf litter and fallen branches... and they grow at night, sometimes real fast!”
“Fungi are the great recyclers of our world, boys,” the Scoutmaster rumbled. Turning away from them, towards where Bruno had found his mushrooms, the enormous moose unzipped his jeans and, to the boys’ shock and surprise, pissed powerfully and noisily into the loam at the base of a redwood sapling. “They take things that are waste products, and break down their nutrients to return them to the soil.”
Tyler and Bruno stared, open mouthed, and abruptly, Tyler violently spat out his mouthful of mushroom, as it finally dawned on him why he may not want to eat [i]that[/i] particular one.
His point made, the Scoutmaster zipped up with a grunt. 
“Take my advice, boys. Wait for breakfast.”

With that, he was gone, lumbering on ahead of them to where the main group of Cub Scouts forged ahead through the verdant forest.
“Gross,” Tyler said. 

“Now I need to pee, too. We didn’t ‘go’ yet this morning cos of um… you know,” Bruno sighed. “C’mon, I bet I can do it further than you!”
*

With the Scoutmaster leading the main cohort of Cubs, Doc took the opportunity to fall back and gather his chosen candidates to be Junior Leaders, Bruno amongst them—those Cubs who would be Doc’s and the Scoutmaster’s deputies for the upcoming hiking expeditions. That left Tyler at something of a loose end, but the elk boy reassured his new friend that he wouldn’t leave him alone for long and, in time, Tyler trotted on ahead to join the main group as they arrived at the campsite and gathered for breakfast.
“Now then,” Doc said, addressing his group as they walked. “From tomorrow, as you know, we’ll be splitting into two main groups, one led by the Scoutmaster and the other by myself. One group will hike into the mountains while the other covers the lowland terrain to the west, and then the groups will switch so that everyone gets to take part in all of the activities. Both will be overnight expeditions, so what we all learn today of camp-craft will be needed by all! I need you, my Junior Leaders, to make sure no one is left needing help. I chose you all because you have many of the skills we all need already, and have shown me that you are capable of leading and teaching where required.”
Bruno beamed with pride. But the gravity of what he was being asked to do weighed on the fawn’s shoulders, at least a little. Two of the three other Junior Leaders looked more apprehensive than anything else; none of them were any older than the rest of the Cubs, they were all at this level for the first time. How were they to lead? Only Haley seemed as confident as Bruno, although for her that seemed to mean very little change to her usual demeanour.
“Now, the two groups will be co-ed. We want the boys and girls to mingle a little, but for obvious reasons the tents will be boys-only and girls-only!” Doc paused to chuckle at the expression of disappointment on Haley’s face. Bruno raised an eyebrow. “Today, I want to run through with you all some of the requirements of Junior Leaders, after which you will each be assigned a group to supervise and teach the basics of camp-craft, while Scoutmaster and myself observe. We will move around the groups, giving more in-depth lessons where needed. Alright?”
Four Cub Scouts saluted their response, and their training was underway. 
*

After a solid morning of training, Doc’s four Junior Leaders were showing more and more confidence in their ability to lead. It was not to be anything too strenuous; they were deputies to Doc and the Scoutmaster more than anything else. Extra eyes and ears that could help to direct the expertise of the adults where it was most needed.
Bruno, however, took to his role with considerably more enthusiasm than he perhaps should have.
Fleeing from a steady hail of tent pegs, insults he’d never heard before and clods of earth, Bruno desperately sought the support of one of the adults. Doc was nowhere to be seen, evidently busy elsewhere. So it was to the Scoutmaster that Bruno ran, his confidence thoroughly flattened.
The Scoutmaster looked up from the campfire he’d just assisted a small group of Scouts to assemble and light, and saw a very nervous, tearful Bruno hovering a few yards away. With a grunt, the enormous moose dismissed the group he’d been instructing back to their Junior Leader, and produced a folding camp chair, into which he carefully lowered his enormous bulk.
A battered tin pot hung from a clever frame made from sticks over the fire, its contents steaming gently as it brewed. The scent of bergamot and wood smoke pervaded the air.

“Come, come, don’t be afraid, boy. Pull up a chair,” the Scoutmaster rumbled, gesturing with a tree-trunk arm to where a second folding chair leaned against the trunk of a nearby tree. 

Bruno obeyed, unfolding the chair and sitting with his hooves swinging a few inches off the ground. The young elk was silent but for the occasional sniffle, and the Scoutmaster made no further attempt to initiate conversation. The silence wasn’t uncomfortable though, Bruno noticed quickly. It was a companionable, calm silence - the giant moose’s presence was calming in itself, even as authoritative as he could appear. 

“Ahh, it’s ready. Tea?”

The Scoutmaster leaned forward, plucking the boiling pot from over his fire, and filling two equally battered cups with the amber liquid. Bruno accepted with a quiet ‘thanks,’ and warmed his hands on the cup. 

“Now, what seems to be the trouble? Oh... cookie?”

Bruno blinked at the extremely battered tin of chocolate cookies suddenly offered in his direction, and tentatively reached for one. It was sweet, and it made the tea all that much more bitter. But he didn’t ask for sugar, and instead forced himself to drink the brew the way the Scoutmaster did. 

“I... Doc wants me to be a junior Leader, and... I screwed it up. The other Cubs don’t listen when I try to show them things, they just call me names an’ throw stuff at me. But they were doin’ it all wrong, I just wanted to show them how!”

Bruno had been trying his hardest to be stoic, but he couldn’t stop the tears. He was only a fawn, after all. The Scoutmaster remained still and silent, nodding imperceptibly and taking a sip from his tea. Setting his cup down, the giant moose fished in the pocket of his plaid shirt. He deftly rolled a pinch of tobacco into a paper tube and lit it in the base of the fire. Blue tendrils of smoke rose around his muzzle, and he regarded Bruno impartially while he let the fawn sniffle and cuff his tears away. He needed to process his emotions, and the Scoutmaster wasn’t about to rush him. It was some time before he continued. 

“Do you want to be a Leader?”

It was a simple question, but it caught Bruno off guard. The fawn stared, and then shrugged.

“I don’t know, Sir.”

“What does it mean, to be a Leader?”

“To... show people how to... be Cub Scouts?”

“And have you ever been a Cub Scout before, Bruno?”

“No, Sir.”

“Then how are you to know what to show them?”

Bruno was silent. 

“Leaders... lead from the rear, boy. True leaders, that is. We don’t show people what they’re doing wrong. We teach by example. We watch, we help, we suggest better ways, but we never impose. That’s the difference between authority and leadership. You understand?”

“Y-yes Sir.”

“Good lad.”

The Scoutmaster gave a thin smile, puffing on his cigarette and leaning across to clap Bruno companionably on the shoulder. The pair of them sat in silence for some minutes longer, until Bruno had finished his tea, refused a second cup, and accepted a second cookie. 

At that moment, Lyndon Craddock approached, perhaps a little demurely. 

“Bruno? Scoutmaster? Is everything alright?” The ibex asked.

“Aye, Doc, I think we’re all straightened out here now, aren’t we boy?”

“Yes Sir.”

“We were just discussing the qualities of leadership. You know the ones.”

“Yes sir, I do! My Scoutmaster taught them to me when I was a calf,” Doc explained, squatting down beside Bruno and warming his hands on the fire. “It is my fault for not noticing sooner that you required more guidance.”

“Aye, but all’s well that ends well, is it not, Doc?”

“Yes Sir!”

“Very well. Bruno, I understand that today might’ve dented your confidence. But Doc knows a Leader when he sees one. If you feel you can, you can still be that junior Leader,” the Scoutmaster said. 

His voice was soothing and comforting—like his father’s but even more so, Bruno thought. It was a true measure of the man, then, that Bruno was not returned to supervise the same group of Scouts who had so vehemently rejected him, but ‘reassigned’ to another group—a group adjacent to Haley’s, and which contained Tyler. Bruno wanted to hug the Scoutmaster for his compassion, but he got the feeling that the stoic moose would probably dislike such a display of gratitude. So instead he saluted the old man rigidly, to which the Scoutmaster grunted approval. With his new lesson in humility under his belt, Bruno began to fall into his stride. It helped immensely that the group he was assigned to supervise contained many of the Scouts he already knew and to whom he had spoken.
By evening, with the Scoutmaster’s expert guidance, everyone in the cohort knew all the basics that they needed to have a successful expedition over the following two days. The tents were arranged in a rough circle around a central campfire, and several smaller fires sprang up around it. Dinner was cooked, games were played, and finally as the last light faded from the sky and the fires guttered, the sky above revealed its secrets.
Bruno had never seen so many stars. He was laying on his back in the soft grass beside the tent he would share with Tyler. The bull laid head-to-head with him, and beside them lay Haley. The Lupa girl had become quite attached to the pair of them over the course of the afternoon, and both boys were more than happy to have her as a friend. So the three of them lay with their legs out in a star-shape, their heads together, gazing up into the infinity of the Galaxy. Seilyr, the verdant moon, was not in the sky that night. But Saliel was, and the white moon’s waxing crescent cast a ghostly light over the campsite. It looked close enough that Bruno could reach up and touch it. So clear that he could see the crenelations of its many craters, which turned the terminator line that divided light from dark into a jagged tear. Beyond it, the disc of the moon was faintly visible as a void in the milky streak of the Galaxy. It was not a warm night, but nor was it particularly chilly. 
Over Bruno’s left shoulder, Tyler fidgeted. 

“Hey,” the bull whispered.

“What?”

“I need to pee.”

Bruno prodded his lower tummy, and decided that he did, as well. Over Bruno’s other shoulder, Haley snorted as the two boys stood and scampered off beyond the edge of the campsite.
“I think Haley likes you,” Bruno said, trotting alongside his friend. 
“M-me? No way! She likes you more!” Tyler protested. 

“Hah! You like her, don’t you? Your ears went back!”

“Maybe. B-but I dunno how to talk to girls. What do you say?”
As they chatted, the two boys between them picked a bush that looked like it needed watering. Tyler’s shorts dropped to his hooves. The bull tucked his shirt under his chin and pressed his hips forward. His tail arched and flexed when he released, sending a strong, messy sprinkle of urine hands-free into the bush. Bruno watched on for a moment, squeezing and fumbling with himself a few times through his shorts. The elk boy then copied his friend, standing bare-assed beside him with his shirt held up under his chin. But he had something more to show.
Tyler giggled. “Yours is stiff!” the bull exclaimed. 

“It just happened!” Bruno grinned. 

“Can you do it when it’s up?”

“Kinda,” Bruno replied. 

He grunted with concentration, pushing firmly until a thin, messy stream hissed out of his erect penis to splatter through the leaves of the bush. Tyler was still in mid-stream and Bruno’s bladder was just beginning to overwhelm his erection when Haley appeared alongside the two of them. Both boys almost turned inside out, clenching off their streams painfully and covering their bits. 
“Haley!” Bruno hissed. “What are you doing?!”

“I need to pee too,” the Lupa girl shrugged. “No one asked me.”
“Thas b-because you’re a [i]g-girl![/i] Girls can’t pee… um… like us…” Tyler faltered, realising in that moment that he actually had no idea how girls [i]did[/i] pee. 
Haley gave a low chuckle. Bruno’s eyes almost popped out of his head and Tyler’s jaw almost hit the ground when the wolf girl, as casually as ever, dropped her shorts and stepped out of them. She stood just the way Tyler did; legs apart, hips pushed forward, although she used two fingers to hold her lips apart. Both boys stared, agog, as Haley sent her own stream arcing downward, but decidedly [i]forward,[/i] into the bush. Neither Bruno nor Tyler had ever actually [i]seen[/i] what was between a girl’s legs before—but both had at least a nebulous understanding that it was different to what they had. For some reason that Bruno couldn’t quite place as yet, the sight made his penis go super erect, and Tyler was in a similar position. On his other side, the bull, who hadn’t quite finished peeing yet, tentatively uncovered himself and resumed, even though he now had an erection too. It took some concentration for him to resume his stream, and he grunted with the effort. 
Haley stared openly at the two boys beside her. Her stream was messy and loud and dripped to the ground between her paws as well as arcing forward. As she finished, she pulled her hand away, but didn’t put her shorts back on. 

“Show me yours too, Bruno!” she prompted the elk. 

“You… you want to see it? Why?”

Haley shrugged. “Why not? You can see mine.”

“You don’t have one!”

“Don’t be such a dork! You know girls have vaginas. If you didn’t, you do now! Show me your penis!”

Bruno tentatively pulled his hand away, and both Tyler and Haley turned towards him to look more closely. He felt like the centre of attention, and quickly found that he liked it. Even though Tyler had seen it in far more detail than was possible in the dim light of Saliel, he was no less interested. Haley broke into excited giggles looking back and forth between Bruno and Tyler, and it was at precisely that moment that the three Scouts realised they had even more company. 

“This is the lucky bush, is it?” came a familiar, heavily accented voice from behind the three bare-assed cubs. 

Three heads swivelled around and three sets of hands covered three groins. 
“Doc! We just needed to pee,” Bruno explained hurriedly. 
“Yes, that is why I am here, also,” Doc chuckled.

The Leader stepped up between Bruno and Haley. As if the wolf girl’s appearance hadn’t been enough excitement on its own, Doc unzipped his fly and fished himself out. His long, slender penis was the colour of mahogany, as were his low-hanging, heavy balls. A thick dorsal artery ran the length of it, and his ebony glans glistened dimly in the faint moonlight. Neither boy had ever seen one like it before, and could not disguise their stares. Doc enjoyed the moment, it seemed. He didn’t tell them to look away, nor was he subtle about the way he lifted the hanging flesh gently with one finger beneath it so that his urine didn’t splash his hooves. He pissed noisily into the bush, turning his head from side to side. Tyler was squeezing and fondling himself roughly. Doc could hear his excited breathing. Bruno had pulled up his shorts by that stage, but the tent at their groin was obvious. Haley just stared, standing with her hands at her sides. 
“Does this satisfy your curiosity, Tyler Dodd?” Doc asked, clenching to squeeze out the last drops at the end of his stream.
Tyler’s eyes widened. “Wh…what?”

“My people have extraordinary hearing, my friend. We are also adept at lipreading. Just this morning, you were wondering aloud what my manhood looked like, were you not?”
[i]How by all the gods did he hear that?![/i] Bruno was equally as impressed as Tyler, but the bull found himself grappling with an extraordinary level of embarrassment, as well.
“Do not worry. It is natural for boys and girls to be curious about such things. And I do not mind you seeing, as I have seen yours and hundreds of others, besides.”
“You’ve seen [i]hundreds[/i] of other boys’ things?” Bruno exclaimed.
“Yes, Bruno. Girls, too. It comes with the territory, to some extent. Do not worry, I am not a bad man of whom you should be cautious. Scoutmaster would skin me alive if he thought I was, and he is an extraordinary judge of character.”
The moment of brow-furrowing concern that flashed across Bruno’s features dissipated. In his excited state, and with the level of admiration he had for Doc, he was prepared to take the leader at his word. The ibex chuckled. He hadn’t put his junk away yet, but at last he moved to do so, tucking himself back into his shorts and zipping them up. 
“Now, get back to the camp as soon as you can. You may play with yourselves in your tents later, at your leisure,” Doc said, with a wink to the boys.
Once the Leader had made his exit, there was a long moment of shared silence between Haley, Bruno and Tyler. The three of them were stunned by what had just happened. Haley had a hand between her legs and in the moonlight, Bruno could see it moving slightly, although he didn’t know what she was doing. Abruptly, the wolf girl giggled. 
“Tyler’s mass debating,” she said, pointing at the bull. 

Tyler’s ears flattened to his skull. He was breathing heavily and doing the up-and-down thing he’d shown Bruno that morning. Bruno looked back and forth between his two friends, and decided it was only good manners to get his out again, too. He did so and wiggled it at Haley. 
“C’mon, we should g-go back to c-camp,” Tyler said, although he was still rubbing himself. 
“Why?” Haley countered. “It’s more fun out here where no one can hear us. And if we go back to camp that means I don’t get to see you jack-late.”
“Jack-late?” Bruno tilted his head. 

“Yeah! Don’tchu know [i]anything?[/i] When boys mass debate a lot they jack-late, an’ all this stuff comes out! It’s um… it’s fun to watch!”
“How do [i]you[/i] know that?!” Tyler snorted. 

Haley’s ears flicked out sideways, then back, then forward. She looked suddenly a little unsure of herself. 

“I… I read it… in a book, yeah.”

Bruno and Tyler exchanged a glance. Haley was a terrible liar. But at least they’d learned something. What to call the up-and-down thing, if nothing else. 
“C-can I see you do it more?” Haley ventured. 

“O…okay, but let’s go somewhere else where it doesn’t smell like pee,” Bruno suggested, with a chuckle. 
His two friends agreed, and the three cubs, emboldened by their shared naughtiness and new revelations, crept around the perimeter of the campsite until they came upon a large, flat rock beside a stream. It was secluded and the rock was warm from being in sunlight all day, and the absence of overhanging trees meant that the moonlight was strongest. Having all re-dressed themselves to relocate, three pairs of shorts and three shirts were ritualistically discarded, leaving the three naked Scouts standing staring at each other. 
Haley giggled excitedly. “Both your penises are going up again!”

It was true. Bruno and Tyler stood with newfound confidence and pride as Haley observed their erections form once again. This was so exciting! A [i]girl![/i] An [i]actual[/i] girl, who actually [i]wanted[/i] to see their penises! And she [i]liked[/i] them! Or so it seemed, anyway. For boys of Bruno and Tyler’s age, it was super exciting. But Haley seemed just as excited as they did, and that made it even better again!
“Why do they go up and down?” Haley asked. 
Bruno and Tyler exchanged a glance. Why [i]did[/i] that happen? 

“Um. It must be… because it’s hard to pee when they’re stiff?” Bruno suggested. “An’ if they were big ALL the time, it would be super weird. They’d poke out and rub on stuff all the time. An’ um… it feels nice when they’re big. To touch em and stuff. Didn’t your book say anything about that?”
“I um… n-no. I don’t think so… wait, so it only feels nice to rub them when they’re standing up?”

Bruno nodded. “Sort of. If I play with mine it goes up straight away. Then if rub it when it’s stiff, it feels really good. Makes it tingle and stuff.”
Beside Bruno, Tyler was doing just that, rubbing his penis urgently in frantic little bursts. 
Haley giggled. “That’s what it means, to mass debate,” the wolf girl explained. “I’m glad I’m a girl though!”
“Why?” 

“Cos it feels good to rub mine all the time, I don’t hafta wait for it to go big or anything.”
“Wait, so girls play with their v-vaginas too?” Bruno said, stumbling on the unfamiliar word.
“Sometimes!”

“How?”

Haley considered. “I’ll show you if you promise to show me how you jack-late!”
“I dunno how to do that!” Bruno protested. 

“Grnnghh!” Tyler contributed. 

Bruno and Haley spun to confront the bull. He was hunched around himself, his hips were rocking wildly and his hand was a blur, his rubbing having devolved into frantic plapping. Then he grunted again, shook convulsively a few times, and sat down on the rock, breathing as heavily as if he’d just run a mile. 
“Whoa, did yours just do the thing?” Bruno asked. 
Sheepishly, Tyler held up his hand. It glistened with a bit of sticky stuff. 
“You jack-lated!” Haley exclaimed. “Yeah, that’s the thing! Tyler, you shoulda told me so I coulda watched! Bruno, do that!”

The elk opened and closed his mouth a few times in bemusement. That had never happened to him before! Indeed before the previous night in Doc’s cabin, he’d never had what he’d later come to recognise as an orgasm. It was all so new, but Haley knew just what she wanted, and Bruno was hesitant to disappoint her. Beside him, Tyler’s penis had gone soft. The bull seemed to have largely lost his excitement about the goings-on, although he still watched on.
But Haley was waiting for him, and Bruno didn’t want to disappoint her! So he pushed his hips out towards her. His penis bobbed stiffly in the pale moonlight, and he curled his hand around it. Haley was breathing quite fast, the elk boy noticed. 
“Can I see your vagina?” Bruno ventured. 

“You wanna look at it while you mass debate?” Haley grinned at him sultrily. 
Bruno’s mind whirled. He nodded. Haley straightened her back and planted her feet a little further apart, pushing her hips forward. The velvety crease between her thighs was such a simple thing, but it did things to Bruno’s brain—and his penis—that he couldn’t explain. The sight of it made his balls tingle. Gripping the small amount of mobile skin on his diamond-hard little penis, Bruno masturbated for Haley. His purple glans peeked out through his fist over and over. Bruno had only ever felt this excited once before, and that had been the previous night! His heart raced in his chest. His fist pounded along his boyhood with the same awkward, sensation-driven lack of rhythm as Tyler’s, and over the following minutes the elk boy felt a strange buildup of feelings deep inside his body. It was like he was on fire, but it felt [i]so good![/i] Crucially, it felt [i]deliberate,[/i] and that was new.
Haley swallowed heavily. Bruno’s ears pricked forward when she moved a hand between her thighs, and he focused in tightly on her movements. She was rubbing her vagina! Was that how girls did it? Was it the same as what he was doing?
Bruno was about to vocalise his questioning thoughts, when something changed. It felt like sparklers and fireworks were going off in his penis, and it felt like there was a hot pressure behind it, just like he was about to pee—but that couldn’t be the case, cos he was clenching really hard! Right? The feeling came and went, but it was the strongest and most tingly when he rubbed the shiny purple head of his penis…so he did that. Roughly, firmly, with intent. 
It came out of nowhere. He bleated louder than he’d intended to and released his penis as though it were a red-hot poker. A big, messy, powerful squirt erupted from his penis, and Bruno’s knees shook weakly. 
“Whoa!” Haley squeaked shakily. She was rubbing her vagina with a fast and rough rhythm, and Bruno thought it sounded…wet, somehow. “You mass debated so hard you peed! Do it again!”
Despite how intense it has felt only moments earlier, Bruno’s penis was still very stiff, and he hadn’t lost interest the way Tyler had. So he kept going. His penis was wet with urine and traces of something slippery, and this time, the hot feeling came back much quicker. But it was different. His glans felt almost painfully sensitive, and he couldn’t rub it the way he had been. So he rubbed his shaft instead of his glans, so that Haley could see the tip properly. It felt different! The buildup was slower and more predictable, he found. And then, just like Tyler had done minutes earlier, Bruno’s whole body shook and trembled. His penis pulsed rhythmically half a dozen times beyond his ability to control, just like it had done the previous night in Doc’s cabin, and to his surprise, Bruno saw a thin, watery jet of something that wasn’t pee squirt out of it through his fist! 
He felt floaty and calm, like a feather drifting down to land on the surface of a sunlit pond. His breathing slowed. His hand fell away from his penis, which looked a little bit swollen and had a dewdrop of something sticky clinging to its tip. It was on his finger too, and the elk held it up to examine it. 
“MmmnH! Yeah! Your penis jack-lated! Thas so hot…” Haley growled. 

She was hunched around her hand by that stage, rubbing her crotch with an open palm in a rough circular motion. Bruno watched curiously, although it was a softer, less excitable curiosity now. His penis remained stiff, but less urgently so. Haley was staring at it, and seemed to be rubbing herself to the sight of it, so he didn’t try to put it away. The wolf girl rubbed for a moment longer, before giving the cutest growl Bruno had ever heard. Her hips shook and convulsed a couple of times, and then she stopped, breathing hard just the way the boys had. 
“Whoa,” Tyler said. 
“Whoa,” Bruno agreed. 

“Fuck!” Haley concurred. 

Both boys shot sharp glares at her. That was a swear word! But the wolf girl had not a single care in the world, and returned their indignant stares with a toothy grin. 
“That never happened to me before,” Bruno mused. 

Haley reached for the elk’s penis, and he bleated in surprise. 
“Don’t…! Lemme just… I wanna see what it feels like!” Haley grunted. 
With her intentions clarified, Bruno let her touch him. His penis felt funny. A little bit sore, and over-sensitive. But Haley was gentle, and she mostly wanted to collect the dewdrop from his tip onto her finger. She sniffed it experimentally, and then touched it to her tongue. 

“Ew!” Bruno protested. 
“What? Adults do this! It’s fine. It tastes different to mine. Kinda uh… saltier.”
Bruno and Tyler exchanged a glance. This girl was something else, entirely. 

The three cubs lay down on the warm, flat rock, staring once again up into the glittering infinity of the Galaxy. Except this time, all three were naked and satisfied in ways they’d never felt before. 
*


